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“IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN.” 


WRITTEE FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST, 
BY GLEN CAROL, 


The crimson rose’ blow — 
The bird sings in the tree— 
Pale Alice sits alone, 
a dream of me— 
While at her feet, with rhythined beat, 
Moaneth the sulemu sea, 


The white clematis droope— 
The stare shine bright above - 
1 sit Im my etady-door, 
nd dream of my lost love. 
Roses have thorus —talse smiles haye scorns— 
Bright was the chain she wove. 


We parted long ago ; 
She in her scornt al pride, 
1 with despairing heart 
Would God that both had died! 
Better we slept where the ivy crept 
Across the churchyard side. 


She dwells in Southern lands, 
I on the Western plain 

Two lives made desolate ! 
And yet, “it might have been [" 

And throngh my heart, with ceaseless smart, 
Chimeth that sad refrain ! 


—_——_— 


JOHN PASSMORES PLOT; 


’ 


HELD IN THE HIDDEN ROOM. 
A STORY OF PHILADELPHIA. 


WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST, 
BY FRANK CARROLL. 


CHAPTER XY. 
THE SECRET BOOM, 

But to return to Miss Worthington. We 
left her gazing on a scene that appeared to 
her almost the work of magic. And indeed 
the sudden change from the rough, rndely- 
furnished room in which she stood, into the 
splendor of an apartment furnished in a style 
of Oriental magnificence, well might seem 
marvellous and delightful to her eyes. 

It was a swall apartment, whose walls were 
bang with rose-tinted silken hangings, looped 
up #0 as to reveal the richly-papered wall be- 
neath, on which reposed several small, ex 
quisitely framed oil-paintings, which, to her 
unpracticed eye, seemed splendid works of 
art. To the right a fine mirror reacked from 
floor to ceiling, in a rich gilt frame, that was 
in fine contrast to the rone-tint behind it. 

The floor was covered with a ay Turkey 
carpet, of the richest colors. The furnitare 
consisted of several elegant chairs of dif- 
ferent patterns, a wardrobe, a small but rich 
bedstead, covered with a fine silk counter- 
pane, and with the whitest of linen; to- 
gether with all the other appurtenances of a 
lady's chamber. 

The room was so filled with these various 
articles of furniture, and with its small 
marble topped centre-table, covered with 
elegantly bound books, that there was scarce 
space left to move round in it. There 
was but a single opening in its walls fur air 
or light, this office being aided by a scroll 
work in the ceiling, so arranged as not to be 

lainly visible from above, and capable of 

ing securely covered in an instant by an 
arrang t ling to the lower floor of the 
house. In the left-hand wall was a small 
window, crossed by close, strong slats, so 
painted and arranged as to be scarcely notice- 
able from without, and in a great measure 
hidden by the t hes of a tall tree that 
grew close to the wall. 

Thie rich scene, the more effective from 
its very superfiuity of decoration, its over- 
abandanee of elegant furniture, its splendid 
contrast of cvlora, was lit by an argand lamp, 
whose light, softened by a ground glass globe, 
lent an indescribable delicacy to the Oriental 
beauty of the scene. ‘ 

With an exclamation of delight, Alice 
sprang forward, ber eyes drinking in the 
various beauties of the room with unsated 
ye 

fer enthusiastic temperament prompted 
her to the utterance of the most child-like 
expressions of joy, aud she flew from one 
part of the room to anotber with the light- 
ness of « bird, examining wore closely those 
beauties which bad so taken her fancy cap- 
tive in their combined effect. 

**Ob, Mr. Passmore!” she cried, ‘‘ the 
room is a perfect beauty! How came you 
to have it provided? I never saw anything 
half so elegant. And is it perfectly safe 
from discovery by my enemies 7” 

** Perfectly,” said Passwore, advancin, 
into the room, on whose threshold he 














stood smiling at ber transports. ‘* It is the | 


pone apartment of an artist friend of mine. 
fou see there some of bis pictures. He bas 
arranged i) so as to be free from the annoy- 
ance of visitors when at work, and alao from 


the disturbing noises of the street. I have | 


added a few pieces of furnitare to make it 
more habitable for you, as | have for a day 
or two had hopes of releasing you, and knew 


that I must bave sume secure place to take | 


you to.” 


* How kind of you. This bat adds to the | 


various causes you have given me to be 
thankful. In fact, thanks are far too poor a 
coin to pay you for your kindness. I would 
that I d think of some wortpier meed to | 
at least half repay you for all you have dove | 
for me.” | 

“You can doubly, trebly repay me in a 
coin which | fear you will never consent tw | 
give, warmly as you speak.” 

** In what coin pray?” she answered, look- 
ing up in surprise at his words. 

“Ooe kiss from those dear lips is the 
greatest earthly joy my soul craves now, to 
you I fear of no valae, to me the summit of 
earthly felicity.” | 

He spoke with utterance, gazing 
into her eyes with a deep, tender glance. 

‘And did you think I would refase you | 
this meed of after all my assevera- 
tions of gratitude ?” she said, in a gay tone, 








In MADE TO BRIAEVE THAT HER LOVER 18 FAITH. Dann, 


decided to continue the journey on which 
In that case, you know, it 
may be a month before we hear from him.” 

Sit down again, Harry, and tell me what 
haa really been discovered. 
know your grounds for thin belief.” 

Ky this time he had recovered the control 
of his nerves, and waa ready to hear the 
most astounding story unmoved 
only the suddenness of the revelation that 
had so far diseoncerted him 

Harry proceeded to give him in full detail 
the account he bad jast heard from Wood 

‘*In not that conclusive 7?” he continued 
** There can no longer be any doubt but that 
Mr. Willing escaped from the accident, for 
it now appears to bave been only an aeci 


throwing her arow round his neck, and kiss- 
ing him lightly on the lips. 
trebly paid my debt,” she continued, with a 
* You are in my debt now 
See that you repay 


deep grief, her limbs bal had asked him a question, given 
us, and passed on 
contrived to remove every appear: 
ance of collusion with, or knowledye of, the 
old man, from their momentary meeting 
He went on, outwardly calm, inwardly in 


f-refused to bear her 


Leaving her with her face again buried in | 
her Lands he lef: the room, softly closing the 
to double its amount. 
me like a trae cavalier.” 

** Ab, dear Alice,” be said, sadly, ‘* that 
wis but a lip salutation, and I craved one 
I have paid the debt I owe 
you in advance, am paying it at this mo- 
ment in the tenderest affection of which my 
Oh, that I could win you 


“IT think that will settle (iraham's case,” 
he muttered to himself, as ho went down- 
“1 will, take ber heart im 


** The confounded old rogue,” he solile- 
bound, win her through jealousy and dinap- 


qnized, *' Ll shall have to give him some les 
sons Ih COMMON KenKe, 
where I might have been seen by twenty ac 
quaintanees talking to a man who may be 
before the Quarter Sessions within a 
1 have got Oorbin and his 
gang well broke in to rule 
they may declare at any time in the future, 
they cannot bring an honest witness to vouch 
have so far kept my track well 
covered, The only weak points are my visita 
But there | only met Joe 
as a faro-player, and no one ever saw signs 
of any other business between us. 
omon, wise as his name shoald make bim, 
is something lacking in judgment 
I will work with no tools 
whose edges are tarned toward me. 
must be my puppets, not my equals, or mas 


To stop me here 

Hardly had he gone ere Alice looked up 
and saw, to her surprise, the place where he 
had stood vacant, aud the wall continuous 
no trace of a door being visible. 


nature is capable. 


The light amile that had played over her 
face disappeared at these words, aud was re- 
placed by a serious, saddened look. 
would have spoken in reply, but he prevent- 

PASSMORK HEARS THE NEWS 

One of the principal clorks of the firm of 
Willing & Son was passing down Chestnut 
Opposite the Continental Hotel he 
met Mr. Passmore, whom he stopped. 

“A few moments, Mr. Passmore, if you 
* Those goods are ready 
to come off the Gordon, and [ am on my wa 
to the Castom House to settle for the duties." 

“All right, Logan, we shall have to get 
| them out as soon as possible, 
| ting to be a sharp demand now for that 
grade of goods, and the sooner we have them 
| ready for the market the better.” 

** That was just my idea, sir. By the way, 
I will need your signature to a cheek for the 
amount of the customs charges. I have here 
the various items.” 

** That seems all correct,” said Passmore, 
glancing over the slips of paper. ‘* Have you 
a blank check with you?” 

Ven.” 


** Still, T cannot account for his desire for 
sworecy, or his charging the Irishman not to 
reveal the knowledge of his escape 
makes the whole story seem doubtful to me 

‘Perhaps there may have been an effort 
to murder him, and he may ho 
crecy the better to discover t 
Mr. Willing is a very shrewd and acute man, 
and who can tell what schome he may be 


** Don't imagine that I am proving false to | 
my friend Graham in these words,” 
“If [ thought hin: worthy of 
would not place a straw in his path,” 

** Worthy of me!” sbe cried, indignantly. | 

**I do not speak at random, Alice, nor to | 
gain my own ends by hurting your feelings. | 
I am only too sorry to feel that the boy has | 
pure and noble spirit with | 
Bat certain events 
have occurred since your imprisonment that 
force me to speak thus plainly, even at the 
risk of paining you.” 

‘* What do you mean’ 
cried, tapping her foot impatiently on the 
floor, while her hand nervously clatched her 
‘“*What charge have you to bring 
inst him, in derogation of his nobility of 

ter?” 


I doubt the whole affair,” 
** I fear your detective has been so 
sharp that he has forced « confession from a 
man who knew nothing 
for and no evidence of any attack on Mr 
Willing, and still believe there was only an 


He walked slowly down Walnut street, 
Ilin thoughts continued to 


** I faney now there will be no occasion 
It in always a risky basi 
ness and as Willing seems to be nndoubt 
the girl well inclined to 
acoept me iu Grabam's place, the whole bus. | 
ness way be mine without need of it. 
obly arranged it as a yood speculation in the | he 
case of my other plans failing 
Alice to a decision while her jealousy lasta. 
Now is just the time for her to accept me 





“Well, anppose it was no 
I | ling had been killed ue badly injured by it, 
foand in the road 
Unless, an seomn to be the case, some one 
The only strange point 
about it in bin desire for secresy, and his 
charging that man to keep quiet about his 
But with an eccentric man like onr 
employer nothing can be considered impos 
Nothing of the odd, that is.” 

“There may be something in that, in 
I sincerely hope, Harry, that your 
oud news may prove true, 
ma more deeply than | appeared to, and to 
be sativflied that he waa indeed alive and 
well would be one of the happiest emotions 


to woand you, bat 
1 the truth without doing so. 
You are tiring yourself 


** Alice, I am sorry 


** Just step in here then, and I will fill it 
ap for you now, so that we may have this 
basiness settled without delay.” 

Stepping into the hotel, be filled up the 
check for the required amount, returning it 
to the clerk with the words 

**Now, Logan, I would like you to push 
Set your drays at work as soon 
ou have settled at the Castom Hous», 
and get the cases up to the store at once. 
have here a St. Louis order that calls for a 
| considerable quantity of those goods, and I 
wish to have it filled as noun as possible.” 

“Very well, mir,” replied Logan. 
see that there ia no loss of time.” 

**Good-mworning,’ suswered 
turuing carelessly away, while the clerk went 
out again to the street, intent on his erraud 

His superior went out of the Ninth street 
dwr of the hotel, and lonnged leisurely 
down the street, full of thought 


** I want no seat, I only want to Lear this 
ge. Can you not see that | am burning 
with impatience ?” 
** The story I have to tell is this. 
was taken into the house of a wealthy citi- 
zen of Richmond, who happened to see and 
recognize him, having known him previously. 
Here he was nursed with the greatest care ; 
not by this gentleman, understand, but by 
his young and beautifal daughter.” 
involantarily, her | 
teeth almost meeting in her lips in effurta to 
repress this exclamation of pain. 
**] will not leave you to guess what fol 
lowed, though you might easily do so,” 
tinued Passmore, tarning away to hide a 
amile that flitted over his features, on no- 
ticing the effect of his Words. * It is enough 
to say that the lady loved her handsome ani 


At Biath street he entered the Square to 
cross over to Chestaut 
short distance, when, looking up, be found 
bimaelf face tw face with Harry Graham 
The latter appeared to have grown ten years 
younger since he last saw him, such an ex 
presmon of satisfaction had ‘replaced the 
settled gloom of hia face. 

‘Joho, my dear boy, stop here,” he cried 
** You are jast the person 
Ihave this mowent heard a« piece of good 
news that yives me bope that var luck may 


He bad gone hut a 





“And with myself alao,” 
“Tonly need now to discover my pour lost 
Alice to rewove the last cloud from my soul 

* Aud bave you waned no olue to her ’ 
Or, at toast, only a broken clue 
I found the bey whe, you will remember 
| Was concerned in the 





The face of his listener slightly blanched 
Good news? Could he pos 
sibly have traced Alive / 





** What are your good news, Harry ’ 
Just opposite the Walnut street theatre he | he, taking a seat on one of the Squ re stoula, 
was again acousted, this time by a venerable | his face partly turned away | 
old Jew, dressed in the most grotesque style, | : 
no less @ person, im fact, than Sulomon | 


whom I caught in Balu 


*“Avdhe! Andhe? It is not the lady I oe. 8 ites 
am interested in.” 

** He retarned her love, or affected to.” 
Alice sank into a chair at these words, so 
sadly and solemnly spoken, covering her 
face with ber hands, and breaking into a 


“T have just wet Mr 
tive, who, as I suppose you know, bas been 
tu Richmond to see if he could learn an, 
thing comeerning the disappearance of Mr 


hut he was too sharp for me 
Pathmore,” be said, “excuse me 





“Ab! that isunlnucky. Stlitia not likely 
Vassuore passed on with the most sablime 
unconsciousness of manuer, leaving the Jew 


ent short in the midet of bis speech by sheer 


“No, I did not know it.” 

“Dhaventseen you sinee, that ina fact 
Well, the chief point ies in the result 
has had the Lewtof lack 

His listener started viclently, and invol 
notardy turned rouul so aa to face 
with a face pallid with sudden excitement, 
| an it seemed to Harry 


“IT cannot! I will not believe it!” she cried, 
leaping wildly to her feet, her cheek» wet 
with tears, ber eyes 
** You have been deceived, or would deceive 
He cannot be faithless.” 

** Not for the world would I deceive you, | 
| dear Alice,” be sovthingly said, taking ber 
band, which she indignantly snatebed from 
** I bave not told you the whole 
The lady's father is wealthy, she ix an 
Harry in comparatively por. 
Coumder all the circamstanoes. 
lle ia attended at the most suscepti 
ble period, when recovering from illness, by 
a beautifal and loving girl, who to her ten- 
derness of manuer, aids these ulterior ad- 


Hash ' hush! For Heaven's sake, cease! 
n me wo deeply '” 
**] will say uo more then, since you com 
mand me to silence. Good-night, Alice. 
| hope | have not rendered you very unhappy. 
Indeed I could not avoid it.” 

**No, no,” she cried, springing suddenly 
forward, and grasping him by the arm, as he 
ugh the door. ** Tell me the 
worst, I will try to bear it. Leave me not in 
the sgony of suspense and doubt.” 

**T bave no wore Ww tell, except that they 
are betrothed,” he gently answered, leading 
her softly to a seat, as, in the relaxation of 


blazing with light. 


from the paing he 


The text minute Le came hobbling up, 
close bebind Vassmure, and addressed bisa partela lame black 


** 1 was thaying, Mr. Pathmore nated him» im Dadtued 


At this point the other turned sharply 
round, Lis face red with the sudden flush of 


** What do you mean ” 
r ‘That Mr. Willing is certainly alive and it will not be easy to cate 

* Curse you, for an old idiot "’ 
a low, hissing tone, ** can't you take « bint / 
How dare you speak to me in the street 
know bbe of your fraternity, except when 
and never befure wit 
nesses, Dont try it ayain, or it will be worse 


» bin again be wall not 
to bis feet as if in 
ment at this intelliyence, but really to bide 
eapression of fear and passion 
could bot keep back from bin face 

he ered, as noon as he 
could command his nerves should prove all they pro 
He made a feint of dropping money into : 
| the old man's extended hand, as some per 
Turning again, he walked 
rewlately on. Bat the Jow was nut sv easly 


ham, rieing | kew ine 
of our benefactor has weighed heavily 
It in wo preat weayht lifted from 
my mind to hear such news 
lmystery surrounding Alice were ouly cleared 


* The apparent death a 


will tarn up yet all right, thous F usust of it 
understand the tuystery 
his dine; pearance 
Us continue te bope forthe best 
The two friends parted, each pursuing his 
The smike on the 
) was instantly driven off by a 
feree and gloomy frown. 
villain have lied to 
he said to himself 
tively that he had buried hia vietin 
that may have been simply to get his pay 


“I must thee you,” be said, hurrying 
again after the other. ‘‘ When and where’ 
“At your house, at uine to niybt, 
swered Passmore, 


passing on, as if utterly beediess of the Jew 's 


“Dont d ubt but it will be, 
turning, aud hypocritical friend, taking him by the hand 
** Bat the pews yoo brin 
' and strange that thoagh 
To some perrons, who happened to ob- lieve it I cannot. 
serve the incident from across the street, it , in safety where in he / 


seemed as if he had Leen importaned by a ** That remains a mystery 





TERMS} Sn cea Seas No, 14. 


| wishes, and is not in without 
| object. SS any, Suse Go Gum. 


— —— * —., it =e make 
er ife, Ly his 
from tee ‘Wining. by pas ine foveast bee 


claims.” 


OHAPTER XVII. 
Patsy's NEW DEPARTURE. 
Joe Corbin sat in one of his private roorme 
at the Hookery, hia ovat off, his chair tilted 


| against the wall, a well-worn between 


hin teeth, that sent ap successiVe pufls of 
white smoke to the ceiling with the regularity 
of an exhaust pipe. 

Opposite bim sat his promising nephew, 
in hin aenal street dress, a thing of shreds 
plentifally diversified with patches. He was 


| tilt? back in his seat aleo, hia feet on the 


table, a cigar between his lips, at whieh he 
poffed in exact imitation of hia unele, 

‘The latter looked at the boy approvingly, 
and shook his head, as if to sey, *' Here in a 
chip of the old block. That boy will be an 


| honor to me yet.” 


Home such thoughts passed through his 


j mind aa the two continued to poll away in 
| ailence, Patay wan the tirst to « 


“Tell yer what it ia, Unole Joe, I had a 


| parrer sneak for it to-day, and no mistake,” 


** How's that, Patsy? Let's bear @?” 

“IT gota job of blacking this morning in 
the Rquane, And who do you think the feller 
waa’ 


** Now that's jast about two inches above 
my altitade 

“PT knowed him as svon asl got my eyes 
fair oun him. It was one of them Baltimore 
coven Nhe one that snatched me 

* Ah,” said Corbin, somewhat interested 
* And did he know you / 

* You bet he did Aad what's more be 
follered me I had to play sharp on bin oF 
he might a-nailed me bad 

* What did you do ? 

* Lmade for granny « house, and left bie 
round the corner. Then | just rubbed a bit 
of blacking over my face, and guy myself a 
nice polish, and come limping out of the 
atreet like «lame darkey 

“Good for you, Patsy. Youll be an honor 
to your country yet 

* You hain't heered the best. Ile stood 
there talking to dim Hrown, the policeman 
I held out my hand, and 11) swow if he dida't 
tip me a ten-center,” 

* And didn t emell / 

“Not a mice. He was a@er me though 
afore T got a square I believe Jim Brown 
blowed ou me, and Il lke to bast lis ugly 
nosale for it 

** And he follered you again? 

© That's jest it, Uncle Joe. Lut he didnt 


get up soon enengh afore breakfast thin 


morning. He couldn't ne more cotech me 


than you could cotch a crow by putting salt 
on her tail 1 slipped down Button Alley, 
and shot through the littl: orb there. I 
spose he's standin’ at the corner yot a wait- 
ing for me to come ont 


Phe lad barat inte «ach a fit of laughter 


at the thonght of this that he nearly choked 
hituself on eiyaramoke, and ended in a vio 
lont At of coughing 


Thats what comes of litth boys trying 


to smoke,” said Joe, getting up and giving 
the boy a hearty shake This rough treat 
ment had the good effect of stupping bis 
coughing 


Youre a tramp, latey,” said Joo 


“There's the making of a man in you if you 
foller it up Take pattern by your unc 
my bey, and youll be an honor yet to the 
perfesmon | cxpect some day to retire 
and [want to leave some one te fll my place 


ih wetety 


“Tom your man, sad. latsy Iu 
baby aod vo shirk, and that yer kuows Ar 
the fe ler what smells me ont baw got bo put 
& peteut smmellier tu the end of bin tem 

Jie prunted approvingly by land bow pipe 

leil yer what it ta thoeuy { le Jue, 
tie street aren tart ate for me post bow 
That owe Ll be on the wert, mtd LU muetebe 
- some of the pork on wy track ili 
have ty keep slaty a tet Lil drop ony mat 
and wo out of busttees till Uiis bloes over 

** Daght oo vey 

l’'atey chiy temeke Oren i” pocket the 
half of a ciyar te all appeatatow «4 tus 

at ker tal th at awey, lil it 
. ) that m his meeonutl a i puffed aaeay 
avyain with as tu iste as ahy devotee of 
the weed could give to bis Ligh-priced Dar 

yas 

leon t ser Chink ite nigh al t time I 
wore pett iute @ steddy sttsae lua 
wetting: te te a fellerof) seme toches now 
anf Leverecspects to make my tuark tu the 
world DT const begin 

i watt to settles duwn then, and tak 

up roe te tleembon 

i ‘ , \er eee that blacki anil 
then: wort of bow, mats Othe theatre tee bar ! 
Its liv, Di say that for it, and its 
pendent Kut afellers bot » t he a 


bey all bis life, and Da got ter strike out 


new lime, thats jest the short and the! 


atey threw back his bead, ard pated 


away at Lis cigar with an air of supreme 
eatiefaction at having expressed himeecli so 
elegantly, Joe looked at him with a suave of 
strong approval 


“TU swowif the lad aint coming out 
strong he said, in @ load sellequay 
*Inda't think be bad itin biw. Takes arter 


bis dad, though, who was a reg lar lawyer as 
far as bis tongue went His life was just 
wasted cos he wot into the dock at the Quar 
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ter Beastons, insteed of afore the bar | cal 
beriete thin bey Uo take the same journey, 
if 1 dow l get bim appreatioed tw some good 

















































































































lawyer ~ 

 & feller bas to lie like blazes, dont be, 
Uncle Joe? 

* Bf be can't Be the horns of « heifer, hes | 
mistaken hie | 


“That's jest the trade for me, then 
There ain't a boy round the State. House can 
lie within @ mile of me, when 1 cote myssif 
to it If IT eqeste for « good ome, you bet 
ite eolid 


homer to your 
to your mors! eddieation, asl promised your 
I would, and I ese | haven t thrown my 
poeris afore e+ ine P 
Veter rose deliberately from his seat, 
went over, and leid his little pew im the 
strong grasp of bie uncle who aqueesed it 
till the tears came to the boy « eyes, but no 
eord of complaint to hie tongue Ile bore 
it hike « martyr 
Jou re « full hand, letey ace high 
and he slapped him on the shoulder with 
eoch vim es to knock the ciger from the 
boy « moath, and nearly bring bim dows on 
: hue knees 
Now lookee bere, cried the boy, as his 
anole leaned beck in Gt of hearty lengb 
3 ter. “1 atn't @ took of wood, nor I aint ae 
my the beck bene of an elephant, and yer needa t 
knock «feller down quite, ove he ain t as big 
; ay 
All right, bey Youll live through worse — 
Ge ahead, pow = =Lets hear what you ve got 
to eer 
“What er you goin to put me at, thats 
the pint leant goon the street now, ot 
cope mebbe «a short run for eserciee and 
Ive wot to be doin something Wheater yuu 
got in yer noddie for me 
Jue clased his eyes andecemed lost fora few 
minutes in deep deliberation At length he 
‘ rose, shut the ) howe of the room, and moved 
hie chair close ty the boy 
‘Hee here, my bey, he aaid, ‘I've found 
you « sensible sort uf « litte chap so fer, 
and Ive got « sort of notion to trast you 
Jou ve kept some secrets afore bow, and | 
think you re sound 


* toand ee a deor-nail, said Petey, de 





lightet ‘1 never went back on you yet, 
yer oan t say that 
“And if | let you into « seoret thats 


worth a doses of all you know, you can keep | 
man! | 
"M1 promiae, they coulda t foteb it oat | 
of me @ith red bet pinchers } 
“If you bow on what Im going t tell 
you. Dll bust your durned litte head like I'd | 
smash « pumpkin There ll be « funeral, 
with «@ coffin about your measure, if yon | 
let a word out of that basy talking bos of | 
yourn 
"| oalkerlate that | know when to talk | 
end when te hold my tongue The feller 
that ead | ever blowed is a liar and I can 
lok him if be « big ae Grolier 
"1 think TU bet you tn, 


hae 
nee ae 





sail Joe, ap 


= provingly "Jou remember that gal what 
‘ we enatohed in laltimore 
4 f * | ehould rather guce ae bow I did 


' De voa know where she is now 
Chat at Dodges, Le pose lersee] know | 
’ yer country ort | 
‘f ‘he is in this house, latey 


Whee The boy rose ty bie feet in 


* amarement, and locked at the speeker with 
ey strong unbelief on hie face | 
i Lowhee bere now, he maid, *' hate 
} , played Thet dog went jump, be how 
* - ver can fix it) Ver playin it on me, | nele 
4 Joe, but it wont wo down Cant cotech this | 
hind with atch chal as that 
loe heard thie oathreak with «tlent en 
joyoremt, laughing tu a quiet way that added | 
, fuel t) Petey « anbelief 
: * Theres no le init, be wand Ite true | 
“se rape! | 
“That be blowed. Aiat | tramped this 
house all over, not an hour ago 


3 aintas big a prece of Woman Mesh in it as 
woul! make a dull baby, Cant play that on 


here | 
| 
me | 


“Shat your trap, growled Joe, ‘Ss pose 
Id lhe to you, you young rapscallion 
‘< There® things in the Rookery that the per | 
liee oan t find out, let alone you. 1 tell you, 
Ps 5 the pal « here 
; Melby she ix said the boy, more han. | 
‘ tty Bat Tam blessed if it dont fly above | 
€s my kite 
~ 
Dae. Aud see here shes in « place where | 
4 shee wot to be tended to reg lar, with vittles | 
i. sod things Now you see lim away often, | 
- 4 m basiness, and | mightat get beck always 


(ant let the pal starve Shea 
wath too much for that Now Lm gotng to 
show you, DPatey, where she ia, and leave 
tend to her And if you ever want 
to die wuddent, jest let oat what Tm going 
te tell you Id chaw you ap quicktern | 
would the hind leg of a chicken 
jou dont pear toe pat comferdence to 

me hat wo abead, | oan stand it 

* Mal, to the bitehen, « pot her orders | 
about the vities, All you ve got to de ta to 
earry it up etaire and give it to the gal 
Youre to do anything she asks you to, in 
the way of getting ber things Bat you 
aintte let her out Tell ber it ain't safe, 
and cantbe did) And you aint to take any 
thing from ber without bringing it etraight 
& me (rot all thet in 

Yea, solid Half way down to my heels 
Wont go beck on it you can bet your pile 
on Urat 

Come along then, latey 

a good boy 
ward of virtue 

The boy did pot need a second invitation. | 
Hie was after his worthy relative on the in. | 
stant his emall eves glittering with heen 
aot ipetion of the mystery in store for him 

Hut we must, for the present, retarn to 


ite time 


you ty 


You've been | 
Jou rea poing to wet the re 


some of oar other characters 
CHATTER \VIII 
woop. PehaTiIONea, 
The detective last no time in setts the 
mechinery ef search in full play He had « 


naimter of photographs of Mr Willing 
strock off, which he distributed among | 
the moet trusty memlers of the force, re 
jQeeting them to be om the alert for the face 
of the original, not to arrest him, bat to try 
and discover where be was living ; 
He took for himself a more active course 
learning the locations of the numerous 
houses owned by Willing im the city, he 
FY Vised them suc essively, assuming various 
obaracters for the parpose of conducting his 
inquires, gooording to the character of the 
bouse 
He worked hard in this search, for his pro 
fommome! pride was arcased He was strongly 
inouted to the belief thet Wuling was in the 
ety, and was at the bottom ef the mystery 
of the abdection Hi theory was that no 
onme is committed eithout « senfficient 
motive From VPassmores showing Mr 
i Willing bad this motive, and he alone of all 
the \uhalitants of the great city could have 
anyone to gain from the disappearance of 
Alice \ orthinyton 
Tue fact that he allowed the reported 
marter to go uncontradicted, thoagh he 
hed long since recovered and lefi the scene 
of the secident, added greatly to the credi- 
bility of this bypothess. He mast have | 














| many a queer thing passes inside these four 


j you think 


| haven't 


| he led his troop down stairs 


In all the houses inquired of he managed 


to ave of get some ides of the pereonal ap 
peerence of the male inmates. For this 
perpose be prectised wartoas stratagems 


any close resem 

HeMed ir this line of search, be next ander. 
took a systematic imvestigetion of the vanicas 
localities known to the detective force as 
places of cecasional hiding for ertminals and 
others, Among these the Kookery did pot 
escape his attention 

Well knowing Joe Corbin's scatenes: of 
brain and deaperate character, he thenght it 
best to use a show of force rather than to 
attempt to oatwit him 

He accordingly entered the Hookery, 
heeding « party of four or five ro 

Cartan met them in the ball jast within 
the barroom, and secosted them with what 
politencas be wes master of. He showed no 
eorprise at their visit, it being no anoommeon 
occarrence at bis eaapiotons domicile, thoagb 
he had never been visited by the police in 
auch force before 

‘(hand morning, gentlemen,” he said 
"Glad te ane you Wont you step back 
and take « emile with me! 

'T never emile before dinner,” anawered 
Wood, gravely "We want to take « look 
through the Kookery, and will be glad to 
have your escort 

* Certainly, with pleasure, anewered Cor | 
hin, briskly ‘This way, gentlemen I 
don't know why it ta, bat my honse always 
seome to interest persons of your profession 
Ite an old honse, mebbe itethat You've 
wat a taste for antiquities | 

* Exectly Hat you needn't epeak so load 
We have all got our nataral hearing, Let | 
us see the lower floor first.” 

Corbin led the way through the various | 
rooma Everything appeared innocent and | 
perfectly correct. Torning, after having | 
finished this part of his task, to address a 
remark to the detective, he suddenly e1- 


claimed 
Hallo’ what's become of your leader? 
How's thie? Waan't he here this minute?” 


He just atepred upataire to see the look 
of your apper reoma. Didn't want to trouble 
you to go up-staira, so went on his own 
hook.” said one of the policemen 

A dark frown blackened the face of Cor. | 
bin, that betokened ill to Mr. Wood, should | 
he meet him alone 

** Wlaat his infernal impadence!" he oried 
* Td like to teach him «lesson in politeness 
Who t« the feller, anyhow?" 

'* Hes got anthority for what he's doing,” 
wail the other “He's on the detective 
foree, and you know, Joe Corbin, that there's 


walla’ 

“Thats got to be proved,” said Joe, an 
urily ‘'T keep as straight a house as any 
body south of Chestnut «treet, and darn the 
man that saya itaint Im after this imper. | 
dent cove 





He darted up stairs, followed closely by | 
the others, who feared he meant mischief | 
It took but a minute to examine the roome 


in the second story He waa not there 
Ascending to the third story they #till failed 
to find him 

‘Where in the dence has he got, any | 
how? asked one of the policemen, while | 
Corbin stood glowering with rage | 

Wood answered thie question in person 
He had been throngh the trapdoor, taking « 
look over the loft, bat it was qnite dark 
there, and he failed to detect anything sus. | 
pictons 

“Do you know, my covey, it would serve 
you right if I'd aplit your infernal head open 
for your tmperdence?" said Joe, angrily 
facing Wood 

* You think it wonld, eh?" 

* And Im jest the man to do it 

“Ob, pile in, my hearty, if that's your 
game,” said the detective, fronting him with 
a look the scoundrel did not altogether like 
‘Keep an eve on him, men, that he don't 
draw a weapon If he wants totry his fists 
on me, Im bia man.’ 

"A man's house ie hia castle.” growled 
Joe, savagely ‘You're acting in mine as 
if tt was public property * 

“Bo it ia,” said Wood, atill facing him 
‘Tt in ae great a den of thieves as Philadel 
phia holda, and I wouldn't trust its owner as 
far as you could blow a pal of cigar-amoke 
I know you, Joe Corbin, better maybe than 
Don't try your blaster on me. | 
»ointa in this house of yours that 
ween foand ont yet, and it will be 
worse for you when they are.” 

* Pind them out then,” anewered Corbin, 
derisively, ‘and show them tome when you 
find them Td like to see them Now “get 
out of here If you don't olear my house 
io two minutes, Ill ene you for invading it 
withont a warrant 

“Try it on, Joe,” said Wood, langhing, aa 
“It would be 
® gvod thing to have you in court in some 
shape or other, Yon ll get there in your 
right position some day yet.” 

“A blamed narrer squeere,” said Joe to 
himeelf, as their steps died out in the distance 
** With that fellow's sharp eves in the loft 
and the ventilator open It's lacky it's a 
oleondy day.’ 

Tae detective continued his search with 
unabated energy Reporta came in from 
several of the parties to whom he had given 
photographa, or otherwise pat on the look. 
out, Bat they all proved failures. Hoar 
after hour, day after day, be continued his 
search, determined not to give it "p while a 
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room beyond. 


*'Oue moment, my friend, I have a quees- 
said Wood, throwing open 


tion to ask you, 
the door in «uestion 

The person add reased tarned sulkily round, 
just as bie «nestioner 
speaking 


‘Lwant a bit of information, which I'm | 
Hy the powers, I've had must have met you at some time or other, | 
" bat for the life of me I cannot remember | next happens, I only know that some little | cars, and, to prevent their being 
| while later Iam surrounded by asmali group | i* going up « warning for the ong 


told you Hallo! 
my eyes on that phiz before’ 
he ountinaed, as the man involuntarily raised 
hia hand to hia face 
book What brings you here, bey?” 


“Tm going to try a turn at bonesty, Mr. 
Wood ascality don't pey, and thats « 
fact. I hope you won't blow on me, bat jast 


give mea chance to make an bonest living, 
if | can get a place 


“Il won't hinder you, that's sure, Come, 


Mr (iraham, I see there's nothing for us| 


here. Keep to it, Jack, like a man. I'l 
back you.’ 

The man sulkily nodded, and they left the 
bouse 

** Who is he, Mr. Wood ?" asked Harry. 

‘One of the most expert burglars in the 
Ktates. His honest dodge ia all sham. 
There's some big job afloat, or Jack Bouncer 
wouldn't be here. 

“And what made you #o easily satisfied 
about our apecial object in going re?” 

"Ob, that’s not his lay. © takes no ont 
> jobs. I'd like to know what the man's 
after here. New York is his place of opera. 
tion 

The sun had been for some time set, and 
it was now rapidly growing dark. pam Eee 
ceeded, in company, toward the cen of 
the city, conversing on the principal subject 
that occupied their thoughts, oonsider. 
iny the prospects for the futare. 

Graham was atrongly disposed to deapond 
ency, which the detective did his beat to 
overoome, taking a much more hopeful view 
of the matter, ae himeelf sure 
that ore long he would penetrate the mystery 
that so puzzled them. 

When they reached Chestnut street they 
found the sidewalks occupied by « oonsi- 
derable throng of people, who appeared to 
be waiting expectantly, The sound of dis- 
tant nae | was also heard, and ere they 
could inquire the cause, the head of a pro- 
coasion turned ont of Third into Chestnut 
street, and commenced to maroh up the 
latter atreet. 

It proved to be « political toreblight pro- 
ooasion, the long line of blazing ila 
minating the street and the faces of the 
spectators with a lurid glare, that stretched 
far uy the street, as the procession continued 
to advance. 

Suddenly the detective grasped hia com 
panion by the arm, and pointed across the 
street. There, ht by the flashing torches, 
and jast visible through an opening in the 
long line of people, bis quick eye bad canght 





ja glimpse of the face of Benjamin Willing. | parently the only living creature to be seen. 


(TO BE CONTINUED, ) 
_—  —- 


UNDER THE BLACK BEAM. 


Ever a wanderer at heart, I am as fond to 
thin day, at the age of mxty-three, of tramp 
ing about from eines to place as when I first 
began to feel my lege, and when a certain in- 
dependence gave me the freedom to use them 
asl pleased. Notas a mere pedestrian do I 
take my walks abroad (though [ have done 
my thirty-five miles in a day when necessary ), 
but because I have been of an inquiring 
turn of mind, liking to see for myself aa 
much as possible, at home and abroad, the 
wayrof mon and cities Not as a mere su- 
perficial observer either (if 1 may aay it of 
myself) have I tramped these many years 
up and down the world. I have always 
watched with as much interest the workings 
of social, commercial and political inatitu- 
tions as I have the outer aspect of people, 
things and places; making thorongh ac- 
quaintance with the varied conditions of my 
kind, as ciroumstances or the country's laws 
beget them. 

Eyaally attractive, too, have ever been 
the beauties of nature. These, under every 
phase and aspect, have employed as fair a 


had recommenced 


“I know you like a- 


ES 
iy} 
fh 
iH 
4 He 


i 
fr 
Lt 
L 
eh 


| 
| 


: 
: 
‘ 


Where have I seen him before? 
** 1 am a more amateur, you know,” I went 
on to say, “bat I am very fond of art; I 
deal o 
I can't belp thinking | 


where.” 

** It may be,” he replied, abstractedly, as 
he gazed round at sea and sky, cliff and rock. 
‘I don't remember you; on that ledge, 
there, do you say there is a good sabject ?” 
he added, 

** Yea. 
think it comes best; I have been trying to 
| do a little danl of it; it may give you an 


| melves.” And I took the sketch from my 
folo whilst speaking. 

He gave but the merest glance at it, look- 
ing with hia flerce, piercing eyes in another 
direction the next instant, reminding me of 
the ever-sbifting, ever far-off gaze observ- 
able in some birds or beasts of prey; We 

|moved toward the ledge of rock. I con- 
tinued, ‘* You have been doing a good deal 

| of work here, I imagine?" 

| Noanawer. I repeated my inquiry. 

**I beg your pardon; what did you say/ 
| Ob! yea, yea," he quickly added, *‘a great 
| deal, = great deal; there's fine staff Y 
here; just what I like ;" but as soon as we 
began to walk he bent his gaze upon the 
ground, and became very absent. 

I was garrulous, however, as is my wont; 
in my time I have drawn out and 
the most unpromising, bermit-like people 
pleasan 


then, seem 
a sullen scow! and on, 

** Confound the fellow,” I thought, ‘* what 
does he mean by frowning at me? I wish 
I could remember where I have seen him be- 
fore.” After this I saw him bat once again, 
but that once was aufiloient for a lifetime. 

Far away upon the lonely, desolate shore 
| which atretches for miles to the west of the 
| little fishing town, I find myself late one | 
evening at the end of that same July, ap- 





| A canopy of heavy storm-clouda, which 
have been welling lowly up from the South 





nting to a spot I bad indicated. | 
will show yo exactly where I | know what you may wish to say about it; | 


idea of the lines as they arrange them. | 
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off his wideawake; bis other, raised to 
~ ps breast pocket, nervously clatcbes ITEMS OF INTEREST. 
| 8, Oa ee Fae awe - nelliderengneinntei wa 
& pistol. ie « clammy crust cam . 
round bis thin beardiess ipa, os he gaeps — Preferred ereditors—These who do not 
out is hie hollow voice, *‘ You are . 

t; we have NL ios wo aan | @ How to cut « swell—Tam your back 
| never meet there agnin Viletn, bles. | or A 

° arer | powder, that = 

Never ageia withis these wells eball-- poses by a storekeeper at E 

He is drawing his pistol out now, and I siana 
am on the 4 of reshing at him,.whenhe |  A_ matter-of-fact Danbarian being 
steps beck a pace or two, turns the sshed if be saw Rubinstein when in New 
musale straight against his heart, and with York, vacantly responded: “ Why, no; was 
the load eng memes Sn ee be looking for me ? 
high imto the air, and falls face downward | een qgnoctetien out 
at my feet, dead. | West by sending sp spple trees te 

With a frantic impulve I turn the body | shake down the mellow 
over, and then for the first time, as I gaze) @ A Halifax man married aladytheother | 


upon bis agonised and distorted features, | 





| flash where I have seen him before. 
It was in the ded room at the Homes- 


it, and I know | kirk lunatic asylum. 


Agbast, bewildered, unconscious of what 


of people, two or three cc en, 





petty officer by bis anif: 
civily bat firmly. 
‘This is a bad business, sir! I don't 


bat, if I may make so bold, I'd recommend 


| you to say nothing now.” 


“Bay nothing now? Why? What do you 
mean?" 


** Well, you see, sir, it might complicate 


matters, We sball have to repeat what you 
aay, and it might be used against you.” 

** Used against me?” say I, the trath not 
yet dawning on me; “explain youself.” 

* Well, my man here, who was on duty 


day without consulting his deugh. 
of alightning | ters. They whipped Lie, pulled ~ = i 


rant-gaardem 
and « farm-laborer. One of the former, a 





at the look-out, saw you and” (here the 
ouaat. man gives « jerk with bis thamb | 
over his shoulder,) and the young gentle- 
man that was making the draft, come into | 
the wood together—and afew minutes after- | 
ward he hears the report of firearms; and 
as it is his daty to inquire into such th 
and to prevent ‘em, lest they be mistook for 
signals, ~ you see, be runs quickly down 
hill, up here into this bit of clearing, 
what does he find? Why you, kneeling 
a | gentleman, with 
the other a-feel- 
of his coat, and then, 
us, he says, ‘That 
was making his draft 
talking to me, and 
mt his draftings, and 
rth a io of 
**Money! | should think 
! eee here!" and he pulls out 
a whole bandle of bank- 
flourishes ‘em in my face, saying, 
these for some drawings I have 
hereabouts.”' Well, you see, sir, 
tells me this, the first thing we 
come here is to overhaul the 
tleman's eta, and then the 
little drafting-book where he 
nowhere to be seen—and this 
éase, I'm afraid I must keep my 
pon yon till I have reported the matter 
to the police.” 

As coast-gaardaman proceeds with this 
statement, I gradually become aware of the 
serious position J am in; and jast as he 
tinishes, [ recollect that probably the sketch- 
book in question, is the one at this moment 
in my pocket. The long-impending storm 
now bursts overhead in a deluge of rain ; 
the wind rages; and amidst thunder and 
lightning and a pitchy-darkness, I am taken 
back virtually in custody to the lonely coast- 
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for several hours, has pow obscured the 
Sommer «ky as with a pall, bringing into 
ghostly relief the clifla sbounding on the 
coast, and the solitary white-washed ocoast- 
guard station standing upon the highest pro- 
montory. I have strolled thither after my 
usnal habit in anch neighborhoods, watching 
the effects of wind and weather, and making 
notes of the beauties that strike me. The 
nataral approach of twilight is hastened b 
the ever-deepening gloom of the clouds ; 
shall barely save the daylight as it is, and 
knowing there is a short cut across the 
downs, I ascend a oliff-path which 

close by the coast-guard stati Exchang 
ing « word or two with the man on daty at 
the look-out about the coming storm, I make 
straight off for a copse or fir tation 
through which the way lies. This is scarcely 
three bundred yards t, but to reach it 
I have to descend into a little cup-like hol- 
low of the hill, the bottom of which is not 
in view until I am close upon it. As I reach 
it, the first thing I see is my artist friend 
packing up his traps, and evidently on the 
point of starting homeward. He has been 
sketching, and I come up with him anavoid- 
oly. as he is just slinging his haversack on 
to his shoulder, and after an awkward sort 
, we ascend the further skde 








share of my attention and enth as 
have the abodes of mon. The solitndes of 
monntaina, foresta, or the seashore have 
bad equal charma, in their turn, with the 
ham and bustle of commercial centres; and 
I believe I have appreciated, with the entha- 
siaam of a painter, all the glories of forra 
and color which nature — with such 
prodigal banda, to those who have the eye 
wo a and the heart to feel them. 

Bat | mast stay my pen; it is not, forta- 
nately for the reader, to give an account of 
my Pp | predilections that | have taken it 
ap; only thas much about myself it has 
been necessary to say, for the understand. 
ing of what ts to follow. Naturally, some 
amount of adventure must have resulted 
from such « life’ some episodes, serious 
and comic, that may be more or lem worth 
the telling. To tell of the most serious, 
however, of all that ever befell me, is the 





purpose of this present writing so serious, 
indeed, that there was —— a chance of 
eristence to 


ita having broaght my 
ture and ignoble close. Very bor- 





shadow of hope remained. Rat ed 
to him, as several days passed hopelessly by. 
that he must be mistaken in hia belief, and 
that Willing could not be in the city. 

He bad a lurking suspicion of the Rook 
ery. why, he could not have told. as mach 
or more from instinct than reason, since bis | 
mearoh had proved so nse Ile tented 
himeaelf wih patting the house under sha 
dow, or, in leas technical words, setting a | 
watch upon it 

Such wae the substance of the report 
which, several days after his retarn from 
Richmond, the detective made to bis em. _ 
Plover 

latter was mach depressed at this 
lack of favorable intelligence, and expressed | 
himeelf as almost he of recovering 
Alice from the hands of her abductors He | 
had placed no reliance, at best, on the search 
for Mr. Willing, as be could not bring him- 
self to feel distrust of bie generous bene- 
factor 

* There ia no occasion to be down-hearted, | 
Mr. Graham.” said the detective ‘ We 
have taken all the ready means of discovery, | 
and must now depend largely on chance, | 
bat my experience is that is a much 
more fruitfal source of discovery than ordi- 
nary jadgment The best things I have 
done in my line have been by taking advan 
tage of lucky accidents.” 

“I cannot put much faith in that means 
of discovery.” 

* You have not my experience. Of course 
chance is of po account unless one is ready 
to take advantage of it. I have fifty men 
constantly on the look-out for 
Ww . it ® found, 
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s 
rible was that time, and | shall never cease 
to look beck at it with « shadder, though 
—_ thirty years have passed since then. 
Well, it wae the merry month of July, 
and upon a gorse and bramble-covered em)- 
hence ove a certain retired little 
-town, satan artist bard at work at 
his easel. Sheltered by bis white umbrellas 
from the of the flerce but declining 
sun, in the portrayal of the lovely 
landscape before him, he led to observe 
the noiseless approach of a strolling pedes- 
trian. This latter, however, did not as he 
at first felt a) 4 and bolaly ex- 
amine the sketch, bat flung himeelf down at 
a little distance, and thence contemplated, 
as his strong eyesight enabled him to do, 
the aspect of the painter himself for there 
was about him, at once 


something peculiar 
fascinating and disagreeable. I . 


cence. Where had I seen him before? 

This was the question that int d me, 
so soon asl came close to eee his 
face, and to its solation I devoted myself 
unsnoccessfally for nearly a quarter of an 
boar, as I lay there him. He did 
not notice me all that but at lest, 
ye ty = back 
to eS he 


apparently an- 
go pytt 
L D resettling 
his umbreila as to 





ofr t 
of the little valley, and enter the wood to- 
gether. The path almost immediately be- 
comes so narrow that there is no room for 
us to walk side by side, so we go on in 
Indian file, he taking the lead, which I have 
willingly acoorded hin). As I do not greatly 
care for his company, it is my intention to 
drop well bebind, but he proceeds so slowly 
that I cannot keep much distance between 
us. I endeavor tostimclate his pace by sup- 
any hd, ... a wetting if we 
‘t push ahead, for rain-drops are 
beginning to patter solemnly among the 
trees, which now growing thicker and 
thicker, lend additional gloom to the place. 
He takes no notice of what I say, and, as 
now I cannot pass him, we jog on as we are 
fora = I know that presently the 
wood will open a little at a clearing; 
“then,” I say to myself, ‘I will go on in- 
dependently.” Just before we reach this 
spot his haversack slips, and appears to in- 
convenience him, laden as he is with easel, 
cam , ete. Ashe endeavors to restrap 
it, two or three small articles fall ont—a 
color-bot, a brush-case, a smal! pocket sketch- 


book, a sponge, a water-bottle. Hastily 
picking up the two former, and cramming 
them back into the sack, be goes on without 


apparently noticing the book and the other 
things. i come upon them, and pick them 
up. I call to him. 

** Bring them along,” he replies, without 
stopping or looking back; *‘ put them in 
your ; I dont want them.” 

** Nonsense, my dear sir,” I say, hurrying 
ap behind him, * here's your book and —" 

** Keep it, keep it,” be hastily interrupts ; 
** it will be of use to you, it's of none to me. 
There are some useful figures in it. You are 

tear, and t are seld 


guard station. 


Committed for trial on the charge of wil- 
fal marder! Thus stood I, ‘under the 
black beam," the shadow of the gallows, for 
the verdict of the coroner's jury and the de- 
cision of the local magistrates went dead 


against me. 

That I have | since emerged from it is 
of course pretty ev t—but men have been 
hanged upon less circumstantial evidence 
than was brought against me. Forty-five 
pounds in notes were stuffed into the pooket 
of that fatal aketch-book which was found in 
my possession. It was impossible for me te 
prove that I had not stolen it, peli m1 
tol did not belong to me. True no one had 
ever seen me with it until the coast. 
man came up, bat equally trac was it that 
no one had ever seen the unhappy man with 
such a weapon. We could never find out 
how he came by it, or how he had 
so carefully to conceal it. These were awk- 
ward facts which told heavily against me, 
setting aside minor details. No, there was 
only one line of defence, and this, in the 
end, was successfully. 

I had to prove that the young artist was 
a suicidal maniac, who had been in confine- 
ment in the Homeskirk Asylam at the time 
I had visited it some few years previously ; 
that he had been released nie the im- 
pression that he was cured; and that it 
was quite possible for the malady to havé 
returned. I could but rely on my position 
in life, and my hitherto untarnished charac- 
whey having my account of the tragedy be- 


Bat, ah me! the anxiety whilst these 
things were pening and the evidence got 
sere. director to the =“ 

the 





shown me over it was dead : keepers 
or attendants changed or discharged ; 
medical men and other authorities connected 
with the case were all in the far North, and 
wore subpoenaed with considerable difficulty. 
The friends of the unfortunate lunatic had 
been greatly to blame in allowing him such 
unwatched freedom, but it was t that 


in permitting him to travel in it of his 
much-loved art, they were the 
surest means of restori Siem to heath. I 


afterward he had been 
pointed out to me, during my inquisitorial 
visit to the asylum, as a iar case of 
monomania. He believed he had com- 
mitted some dreadfyl crime, which he could 
only expiate with his life. I recollect that he 
eyed me distrustfully, appearing to overhear 
and resent the muttered remarka the doctor 
made about him. He recognized me proba- 
bly from the first, when we again met on the 
height above that little sea-side town, and 
my face may have revived in his poor de- 
mented brain some horrible and mysterious 
association, and thus be ti 
canse of that access of his madness which 
ended in self-destraction. However this | 
may have bean, it was not difficult to ac- 








a dabbling 

= : stra b 
Again | remonstrate, again he repeats 

something te the same effect as before; and 

as I cannot get him to stop or tarn round, | 


but have remembered earlier where I had 
seen him before, I shonld have been, of 
course, on my guard. His life, poor fellow, 
might have been spared, and I should have 





carry the articles for a little way, irresolut 


and then, as some oy ny branches 
oblige me to push them asi "| drop the 
aketch-book, etc, mechanically into my 


into the clearing, where there is 
more t, and I am about to renew my pro- 
testations conceruing the book, thinking all 
the while how odd his manner ia, when be, 


i 





on a sudden, turns round, faces me, and 
with a jerk and clatter flings down his 
tan. 
startled by the abraptness of 
proceeding than by his st aa 
wild expression. * His face, always | and | 


lam not 























caped the fearful suffering I endured 
whilet standing under the shadow of the 
Black Beam. r 

- oe oe - 

S@ Womex Have xo “ Finst Lova.”"—A 
cynical essayist remarks as one of the oddest 
points of difference between man and wo- 
man, that woman has no first love. 
long alphabet of ber affections is without any 
distinct end or y mounts by 
insensible gradations from dolla, and kittens, 
and pet-brothera, to the zenith of 
to descend by insensible gradations from 


the zenith of passion through 
to tabby-cata. There to os mech ovennane 
first kies forms in a R 


themselves at public meetings by voting to 
each other the prize for beauty. At Petala- 


appoin | 
somest man in the audience, and award the | 
prize. 
through the aisles, a lovely editor was | 
out by a majorit 
torial life in 
amenities. | 
| 
| 
} 


thus: ‘‘ By the term drama, be it understood 
we mean such a congeries of delineations 
and scenes as are co-ordinated into a vivid 
and harmonious 
tures of life.” 

® tide doubtfal aifoat the ® congerias of 
a tri it: t ” o 
delineations.” 


on her nose, lately committed 
only i 

y that the office 
wood sawed.’ 


“ie 
foura, and 


Newark paper to ask the meaning of the 
phrase mors omnibus communis. The editor 
said that it was a French sentence, intended 
to explain something about Morse's omnibus 
= ssevies to the 


Chinese in the ; 
are jubilating most of the time at some © 
their temples. ‘ 4 a god of 
some kind tarns up who demands aconsider- | 
able expenditare for fire Although | 
very stingy in some respects, the Chinese g° 
their last cent on their va 


y 
roosting on the local columns of the Sentinel. 
napkins 
into use in restaurante, and it is suggested 

people used 10 


try. 
€@ A acientific friend who has been reed- 


ing, with great an exhaustive tres- 
tise on the “* iy of light,” sage Sot 
now knows how it is that his gas-bill rans 
up 80 


nning 
will always be worsted 
wound up. 





and took him home in triumph. 
&@ Between Easton and Leavenworth the 
stage from Oskaloosa crosses the track of | 
the Kansas Central railway. The driver con. | 
siders it dangerous for the narrow 
run ‘ 
neers like Crossing — Look ; 
the Oskaloosa hack.” ~ —— 
The « 
Ter ee TCSP 0 
I dont want to wed, 


No each thought's ia my head, 
But —where can the eyes of the men ber” 


the hair of a raral customer, ran his shears 


ing-time last July, and had looked all over « 
ten-acre lot for it, but now remembered 
ry hy up over his ear.” 


a fine tenor voice, was » 
cinated with a brick-bat by a sleepless neigh. 
bor lastn ight.—At. Louis Globe, 

S@ The San Francisco Post publishes « 
poem which it triumphantly says is from the 
pen of a girl of thirteen. Very few readers 
—o ashe is so old. — 

A Danbu has in 
trouble by ny A what he oe be 
a scare-crow, but which tarned out to be an 
agriculturist contemplating his fields in 
ww dress. 

enry Clay, a Chi Indian, has 
el with the wife of 2 Detroit pale-face, 
and the pale-face has started on the trail of 
the oo 

ing of the of 

the ral pot from bondi anne 
country editor congratulates that he 
is safe enough. 

§@ So mach rain has recently fallen in the 
vicinity of St. Albans, Vt., says the 
Messenger, ‘‘ this region will have to be 
web-footed or drown before ag 

aA land man meelf last 
week, and although it was y proven on 
the inquest that his mother-in-law had taken 
up her abode in his house, the coroner's jury 
was obtuse enough to render a verdict of 
unaccountable suicide. 

S@ A thrilling and romantic story, pub- 
lished in a Western paper, contains the fol- 





lowing : “* All of a sudden the girl 
continued to sit on the sand, ing on the 
briny deep, on whose heaving m the tall 


ships went merrily by, freighted—ah! who 
ean tell with how much of joy and sorrow, 
and pine and lamber and emigrants and | 
a J and salt fish!” 

Is American geography so dificult a | 
matter for Europeans to Sodecstend, or do | 
they think it not worth their while to under- 
stand it? A Paris r lately gave the very 
curious and interesting information that the 
Victoria Bridge on the St. Lawrence extends 
from the shore of Portland, in Maine, to 
Port Sarnia, near Lake Huron. 


“@ The Titusville Press says: ‘‘ Titus- 
ville was not the birth- of ‘ the Father 
of his Country,’ but we have a man residing 


here who slipped up on a mudd 
this forenoon and sat down aoa 


—_ —_ he =e ~ home, and, in- 
at of swearing, simply arose, scraped 
the butter from his pants into the paper 
again, - Soe on again as if nothing had 


“The fair women and brave men” in 
the country towns of California amuse 








ma, lately, a committee of five ladies was 
to determine who was the hand- 


After a careful tour of inspection 


of the committee. = 
ornia certainly has its 


“@ A Chicago critic explains the drama 


of the genuine fea- 
ow, we always thought the 


&@ An Ohio girl, driven to by a boil 
r advertises for ‘an 


| 

@ An Iowa | 
» we don't care which, | 
} 


1 
wy kept clean and the 


emai fo Bstne Gyiasted © 

ring *‘ To my almost wife.” 

norte inten enan Geueats on 
himself a ball. | 


& A loving 


W@W Aw ber wrote to the editor of « 


The Virginia (N —% the 

5 ia (Nev. ) Ente saystl 
Celestial quarter of that city | 
ost nightly 


._ 





&@ Red table- are coming much 
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FAITHFUL MARGARET : 
OR, 


FOUND AT LAST. 


WITTER FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING PosT, 
BY CLIO STANLEY. 


L 
Margaret Grey sat in the Sammer tailight 
singing © f a little song that she had 
years before when she was a light. 
hearted girl in ber pleasant home in merry 


moon came softly up in the sky while 
she sat by the window, and bathed her 
fairer face in its fair light, while a sweeter 
breath of song floated out into the purple 


re. 

“To-day, or to-morrow, then,” Victor 
Ensign was saying in the next room, “ you 
will give me an answer, Leslie.” 

What a tender touch his fingers had 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


[ 


4 
f 


But when she reached the lower hall, Mar- taking long paid for the banchk of witite roses. 
| garet Grey stood like a shadow in her path, | coming to « full as some more start “Ah' those suit yor best'” cried the 
and she turped away balf-andecided as to ling thought crossed his brain. child, clasping her hands weeny in her 
| whether she should open the door for her| ‘Ho the old faces come back, and how sweet, impulsive fashion. “* Roses are for 
lover, or await him in the library. | near the days seem that | thought | was balf ey lil 
ho cho pansed, UD eno Sent casting Rene forgetting,” he muttered to himeeif. ** Poor "Did you think,” said Leslie, amiling to 
ly en the lower stair, | Margaret, I am sorry for ber, yet 1 am nef herself, “that the gentleman was un 
with « smile, saying she must go up and see | brave enough to tell Leslie the truth |” happy!" 
that the breakfast-room was with | And flinging up the window, he sat down to **A little aad," was the unexpected reply 
flowers. | “Sand he went straight tothe bleased_ground 
“Flowers” exalimed Leaie in sarpype. | te came fast thronging to his | of our deal,” she added, pointing with her 
- Seats GS pen get one Caneey | brain of the old, bape? days in Eng- | Ueto brown floger to the cemetery which was 
| Amd ehe bent her bead to hide her pink | land; of these new, happier daye in | in sight. 
| Cheeks among the pink blossoms. | America; yet im all bis new-found | She had not long to wait before she knew 
| “Im the woods, dear,” t ; be had no of pity for poor, jell. Ten minutes walk brought her to the 
kissing the white forehead tly, while her | Margaret. | place of graves—« sunny, sheltered spot, 
|ewn cheeks burned brightly. “‘ They are | He had only come to the old decision after where the grass was green, and her foot- 
|enly simple wild flowers, but I know bow | all, at the end of another hour. | ateps lost themselves in flowers. 
| your enjoys seeing them near beral- The next morning he took a long walk liut her eyes wandered away from all this 


| ways, and so— 
| ** Bat there is the garden,” Leslie said, a 
| slight surprise in voice, ** fairly over 

flowing with flowers. Couldn't you have 
| gethered your bouquet there ?” 





what a subtle music lingered in every tone,| ‘To tell the truth,” Margaret replied, 
as he leaned nearer to catch her whispered | laughing. ‘I believe the bright mornin 
re j tempted me. / was up three hours ago, 


ya then—instead of the low “‘ yes” for 
which he waited, there came that burst of 
song which drowned every other sgund as 
the sunlight drowns the little wave of color 
on the rose. 


Breathlessly he waited, and glancing up 
Leslie R caught the eager meaning of 
his look. 


** You are thinking of the song and not of 
me,” she exclaimed pettishly, ** You need not 
expect your answer for a week, though it 
would only be fair if I should tell you * no’ 
this minute.” 

** I will not deny,” he said, softly, ** that 
the song interrupted my thought of you— 
say rather met it like a brave acoompani- 
ment. I used to sing it years ago; and, if 
my memory serves me faithfally, it in a 
song of youth and love. Can you wonder if 
it seemed like a Per r” 

** Are you telling me the trath, Victor?” 

He bent over and kissed her red lips, and 
murmured the refrain to the song which had 
so strangely moved him. 

** Forgive me,” she said, the vexed frown 
vauishing from ber face. ‘' I will not make 
you wait =I will be your wife, Victor.” 

‘Thank you, darling! You have made 
me the happiest man iu the universé! And 
now you 1 tell me who the ugly little 
mnger is who dared to trouble us with her 
song?” 

** You are laughing at me now,” she seid, 
with ashy movement nearer him, and she 
put her hand in his. ‘* Margaret Grey is 
neither little nor ugly.” 

‘**Margaret Grey! Is she a friend of 
yours? If ao, I will never say a word 
against her.” 

**Not quite a friend, though papa did 
bring her bere to be a companion for me. I 
am sare,” abe said, a sudden shiver of dread 
running over her, ‘‘I wish she had never 
come away from England! 

** English, too!” he exclaimed, though he 
could uave bitten his tongue oat the next 
minute to think he had used that unguarded 
expression. . 

** English, too!” repeated Leslie, her bright 
face growing a shade paler. ‘* What does 
that mean, Victor? I hope there is no mys- 
tery abont Miss Grey.’ 

** Not that I know of,” he said, langhing. 
‘I was only surprised that your mother 

should tolerate anything foreign in her hoase 
You see I am fast learning ber likes and dis- 
likes, little Blossom.” 

**Mamma doesn't quite fancy her, I be- 
lieve, but papa, when he waa dying, made 
her promise to be a friend to Margaret, -— 


abe added, casting a loving, backward glance 
at Leslie, as she vanished around the bend 
im the stairway. 


outer door swung , and Victor Easign 
came in, a perplexed look in hia dark eyes 


At that moment the walnut leaves of the | 


to weloome him before he could open | When he was in his room, Victor Ensign 
walked resticasiy up and down for an hour, 
strides and then suddenly 


| over the fields to meet Margaret Grey. 
What passed between them there was not 
| known until long afterward, when Leslie 
| Rassell had known great grief, and a ee 
by» or springing ap in ber own life 
| argaret was very grave after that —it 
| was weeks before Leslie saw her amile again, 


and when the day was finally set for her | 


marriage, Margaret said she bad other 
| duties which called her away, and refused 
| to stay to the wedding. 

“1 am sure something aile Margaret,” 
| Lealie said to her lover, as they sat together 
| ip the parlor, the last night of her happy 
| jen life; ** some one has made her un- 





Bat it was succeeded by an exy of 
instant relief when he saw that Leslie was 
alone 


* Dear Leslie!" he murmured, as she 
sprang to meet him half-way. ‘* You must 
forgive such an early intrusion, but I could 
wait no longer to know if my happiness was 
areality! The shadows of the niybht made 





| me half afraid that my joy was after all only | 


| a dream. 

“A nt dream ia sometimes better 
than the reality '" Leslie said, laughing. 

** Bat not in this case,” he rejoined. ‘1 
wish I had you safe and sure, my darling.” 

Looking up, Leslie saw her mother stand. 
ing silent on the stairs above her, Her face 
was very pale, and she struggled vaiuly with 
the emotions which strove to master her. 

‘Mamma, dear mamma!” Leslie cried, 
dropping her lover's hand, and running up 
to meet to her mother. 

But her mothers face was turned away, 
and her hand was cold in Leslie's grasp. 

** Mra. Kuasell, will you give me just ten 
minutes before breakfast ?” 

‘As many minutes as you wish,” she re- 
plied, a little haughbtily. ** Leslie, wait for 
we up-stairs; | wul see Mr. Eusign in the 


library.” 

Ledie would have demarred, but a single 
glance at her r's face warned her to 
vbey in silence. Sv she went on to the 
breakfast-room, where she stood idly by the 
table and pulled to sen the tiny bouquet 
Maryaret bad left at her plate. 

Mrs. Mussel] went on to the library, and shut 
ting the door, motioned her visitor lo a seat 
opposite her own. 

**And now, Mr. Ensign, what is it you 
have to say to me?” 

** I want to marry your daughter,” he said, 
coming at once to the point. *' 1 told her 
lant night that I loved her, and asked her to 
be my wife.” 

** Aud what did Miss Kassell say ? Thongh 
| suppose | can guess from the tableau this 
morning.” 

‘She acknowledged that she lored me,” 
he said, a smile of sweet triamph in his eyes. 
** I do not think you will refuse to make us 
happy, Mra. Kunssell 7” 

** I refuse you nothing,” she said, calmly, 
**butas Leslie has no father to look after 
her interests you must excuse me if I ask 





never to send her away, unless she marri what are your prospect taining my 
or herself expressed a wish to go. I think | daught r. 
d friend of ‘1 have still my business to depend on ; 


she was the danghter of an 


papa's. 

** Tnen she has lived here since your father 
died? That is nine months, end yet I have 
never seen her.” 

**She asked for a holiday after papa's 
death, and went away somewhere into the 
country to rest, and she only came back 
three days ago. Bat don't talk of her any 
longer, Victor, or 1 shall be jealous.” 

** You jealous, Leslie. 1 never used to 
think you could be jealous!” 

** Bat I am,” she replied, with a quick 
glance from her dark eyes, ‘Iam jealous 
of that home in England which I have never 
seen, aud which you love so well. I am 
jealous of the very servants who have sur- 
rounded you with loving attentions from 
your boyhood antil now; and more than 
all, I am jealous of those fair English girls 
who have been your companions. You are 
ten years older than I, Victor,—tell me if 
yeu loved apy other woman before you saw 
me?” 

** Haven't I told you a hundred times, you 
vain little puss, that I don't know s woman's 
face but yours! Other forms and faces— 
no matter how fair—have passed me by like 
shadows ; but yours, lite Blossom—I know 
it by heart!” 

* Shat your eyes, then, and tell me how I 
look.” 

He abut his eyes, and leaned back against 
the dark velvet cushions of the chair, a half- 
defined smile playing about the gurners of 


his mouth. 

“Now in,” she said, softly. 

** First,” said, reaching out his hand 
until he could touch the proud little head, 
“there are two eyes shining down on me 
like stars; they are yay ey Beg ay 
and purple as pansies in the ; there is 
» weet little nose, and a beautiful mouth, 
delicious rosy cheeks, made for a lover's 
kisses; a deinty chin with a dimple in it, 
and a slender white throat, fit only for 
strings of milk-white pearls! Then, over 
all, there is a wealth of nat-brown bair 
hanging in nt tendrils around my 
darlings face, re just now the lily and 
the rove are having sweet contention. May 
lopen my eyes now, Blossom ?" 

ere was Do y, and he looked ap sud- 
denly, to find Lealie with her face hidden in 
her hands, and tears dropping through her 
fingers. 

** Why, Leslie, darling, what is the mat- 
ter?” 


** Ob, Victor!” she said, still softly sob- 
bing, though the smiles | to dawn 
through the tearful rain; *‘do-you really 
If I am your wife, 
will there never be another face to come be- 
tween us? Tell me now, Victor, for then I 
think I could not bear the knowledge.” 

There was a moment's solemn pause be- 
tween them, and then Victor Ensign said 


and my uncle, of whom | once spoke to Mr. 
Kaasell, died at his home in Newcastle last 
month, and I am his only heir.” 

“And his estate—" Mra. Russell ocon- 
tinued, leaning eagerly forward. 

There was a fine soorn on Victor Easign's 
face, but be suppressed all other token of it. 

** Your daughter loves me an a poor man, 
Mra. Russell ; but to you I will say that my 
income will be thirty thousand dollars « 
year.” 

A awift red mantled Mrs. Kussell's face 
and ne&, but she managed to rise with her 
usual dignity. 

** We must think of everything,” she said, 
giving her hand to ber future son in-law. 
“Young people, lovers especially, think 
they can live on sentiment; while those of 
us who have lived longer in the world know 
that is only a flavoring!" 

** You are satisfied then with Leslie's deci- 
sion ?” 

** Yea," she said. And then she invited 
him to spend the evening with them. 
must bave ber a little longer,” she added, 
with an affected sigh. 


away and count the long hours that must 
elapse before he could hope tw see Lealio. 
And Mrs. Russell sank back in her chair | 
with a satisfied smile on her face, for she | 
had dune just what she had always intended | 
to do. She had accepted a rich husband for | 
her daughter. | 


It. 
Margaret Grey had fought a stern battle | 
with ber own heart, and come off conqueror. | 
A dozen times she had said to herself that 
she would go to Victor Easign, and, fur the | 
aake of those old, happy times in merry | 
England, beg him to be her friend still. | 
** 1 bave sacrificed so much for her mother 
—must I make yet another sacrifice fur 
Leslie s sake?” | 
Bat then over and above every bitter feel- | 
ing was the memory of the light kiss Leslie | 
Russell bad left on her lips that very morn- | 
ing. Her very heart led an she thought | 
of it, and her eyes ran over with tears | 
**No!" she exclaimed. ‘‘ Mine «bal! not | 
be the hand to dash down her cup of bappi- | 
ness. If I must live in silence, and carry 
these secrets to the grave with me, | will not 
make a hardship of the duty.” | 
And brushing the waves of dark hair back 
from her brow, she tied on her pretty, gypsy 
hat, and taking up the letter she had just. 
written, went hon stairs a little slower past 
the room where Leslic was singing to her 
lover, and out the front door. 
If she heard the swift steps that followed 
her own down the avenue of oaks, she wade 
no sign, but went on toward the gate that 
opened on the street. 
Bat just there, the footsteps overtook hers, 








! 





gravely: ‘‘ Trust me, dear Leslix, nothing 
ever come between us—not even a 
memory.” 
‘ | 
IL. 
Never in all her young, careless life had | 
Leslie Russell awakened so joyfully as on 


| though I know you have every right. 


and she saw, with shining eyes and flushing 

cheeks, Victor Ensign’s hand on the gate- 

lateb. 

** Vietor,” she marmured, haif under her 
th 


reath. 
“Do not speak here, dear Maryaret, 
Meet 


that first day after she had promised to be | me down im the woods where yuu go for | 


Victor Easign's wife. 

It was the first day of May; snd bird- 
songs were ringing, the gay, golden sun- 
beams were dancing on the green sward at 
her feet, and over the far-away purple bills 
® mantle of soft mist hung, kissed by the 
glad morning from sober gray to a brilliant 
amethyst. 

She sat at her window a long time, looking 
out with sparkling eyes upon the landscape 
whose smallest feature bad been familiar to 
her from her childhood; but she did rot 
not c» one of its varied beauties—she only 
felt that Victor oo a under thet | 
eweet knowledge world grew bright. 
It ssemed te her as if she had no 

any wish i unless it wae—ab, 
there was Victor coming 


her! 


flowers, at five o clock to-morrow morning. 
We can talk there without fear of interrup- 


tion.” 


She bowed in assent; he lifted his hat 


courteously as be beld the gate open for her 
to pass through, and then with hasty steps 
be turned in an opposite direction to that 


which she touk. 
And Leslie, watching ber lover from the 


window, thought, while a little spasm of 
jealousy stirred her heartstrings, and « 
shadow light as a Sammer cloud rested on 
her brow. 


*Of course he had to open the gate for 
Victor is always a gentleman. 
And as he looked back just then, she blew 


a kines lightly from the tips of her slender 
up the walk, and | fingerr, and nodded merrily as he passed out 


with a gay good-morning she flew down the | of sight. 





te 


“7 | take a worning stroll. 
| 


| with her husband, now that 


happy, and if I knew who it was, I could 
never forgive them!" 

*“Hince when have you become Mins 
Grey's defender!” Victor Ensign asked with 
|afaint «mile. “I have thought you were 

even jealous of her sometimes, my darling 
*L have been,’ she said, frankly; ** bat,” 
dashing the teil-tale tears from ber lovely 
eyes, “I shall never be jealous again. Now 
that she m really going to leave us, I find 
that I love her, Victor, It in a strange, aad 


| 


| love, almost such, | imagine, as 1 might | 
| give toa sister if I had oue, and was going | 


to lowe ber 
| “She will come back to you, sometime, 
perhaps?” 

“No. Ido not think she will, Bat I 
shall love ber always, (nly one thing could 
make me love ber any less.” 

* And the one thing, Leslie?’ 

** Would be to know that you loved her,” 
said Leslie, slowly, leaning ber bead down 
on her lover # shoulder, 

Bat the subject was not broached again. 
In the joy of the bridal festivities, every 
minor grief was forgotten; as Leslie Ensign, 
Leslie knew uo hours bat bright hours. 

For several mouths they travelled in their 
own conntry, in company with Mra, Russell, 
She only left them when they reached Eag- 
land, and she met friends who were return- 
ing 
**IT don't like Eagland,” she said to Lealie, 
the night before her departure, © and | woald 
mac! rather by in my own bouse again. You 
mnat learn to do without your mother now, 
my child.” 

And Lealie, feeling in her heart that she 
could give up everybody bat her husband, 
answered only by ber blashes, 





IV. 

The next morning Leslie rose with a light 
heart, and went out on the piazza to bid her 
mother good-bye. Aa she leaned over the 
stone balustrade, nodding merrily, and 
throwing kisses from her white hand, as 
long as the carriage was in sight, Victor 
thought she had never seemed half so beau 
tifal. 

It was quite trae that for a long time she 
had not been so happy; now she felt that 
her mother was quite reconciled to her 
choice of a busband; and, what brought a 
tenderer light to her eyes, she was alone with 
him for the first time since they were mar 
ried. 

She heard his step and turned to meet 
him; her happy smile answered hia look 
of admiration buat when they reached their 
own room she fell upon his breast, her lovely 
face bathed in blushes, 

**No one can disturb us now!” 
eagerly. ‘It seems almost as if we were 
alove iw the world! Bee how those blossom 
ing vines shat us in, and surroand us with 
, ragrance that is like a breath of Para- 

ine!” 

* Are = quite happy now, Leslie?” he 
asked, holding ber little warm band against 
his cheek. ‘Do you want nothing else?” 

*‘What could I want when I have you?" 
she whispered, 

And as she looked out through the sun- 
lighted lattice of vines, she thought the world 
had never before looked balf so fair, 


she said, 





a wonth later, Victor had left her alone, to 
Lealie did not care 
for such early strolla,’and so be bad formed 


the habit of going alone, and a home | 
He coald do nothing else, then, bat to go | * banch of flowers, a» # remin 


jer of the 
walk. 

They had been a week settled in their 
new howe, in this pleasaut little village of 
Guerre, to which Victor had seemed al moat 
averse to come—but which Leslie already 
declared to be the loveliest spot they had 
found in all their travels. 

There had been a light shower that morn- 
jag, but it had already passed over, and the 
earth looked up again intw the face of a sum 
mer sky. 

Although Leslie had declined going out 
the out-door 
world looked so inviting, she felt a sudden 
inclination to follow bim. 

Her cosey morning-room, already grown ao | 
dear and familiar, looked strange in hia ab 
sence; and she tried to think of some ex 
cuse for venturing out in hope of meeting 
him befure be retarned. 

“*My flowers'” she exclaimed, as her eyes 
rested a wowent on the delicate vases which 
only the day before had been filled with 
fresh flowers. ‘* They are surely Leyinning 
to fade, aud I must fod mure.” 

And with her young face brightening with 
joyfal excitement, she threw on ber mantle 
and bat, aud went out, leaving word with 
the servant, that if his master returned first, 
he shoald tell bias her errand. 

‘Toe sun was smiling in the aky, and only 
a few light clouds were flitting like gray 
ghosts out of wight. 

Leslie paused for a moment, the door 
swinging oddly back and forth under ber 
band; then leughing at ber own hesitation, 
she went down the steps, swinging the outer 
dvor wyether with a very gentle push; for 
did it uot shat in @ bit of Paradine? 

She turned down the first street, walking 
idly along scanning the walks for ber little 
flower girl, Just as she began to despair of 
fiuding her that morning, she saw her com- 
ing ward her with her basket full of 
bouquets freshly made and temptingly ar 
ranged. 

* Bouquets, lady?" said the child, in her 
sweet, tiuid voice, reading the unexpressed 
desire in Leslie « eyes. 

“Boe you think mine have faded since 
yesterday? said Leslie, smiling. 

* They could scarcely fade in your com- 
peny, lady. yet see, these are very fair.” 

“Bo they are.’ And Leslie held up two 


tiny bouyaets, to let the light shine on 
them. “1 wonder which is the prettier 
ube * 

“The roses are sweet, like an angels 
breath,” the child answered, aliost in o 
whisper; ‘“‘bat the purple pansies are 
7 They are like your eyes, dear 
Ls . 


y 
Sull Leslie hesitated, though quite ready 
tw take either or both. 

“Your good gentieman, who bays my 
flowers every day, chose the tivicts this 
tame,” said the child, softly and shyly. 


It was no less fair, when one day, nearly 


leslie wondered if it cowl have been 
Victor; and putting down the pansies, she 


| beauty, to the farthest corner of the yard, 
where, leanin inst a slender shaft of 
marble, stood usband. 

| He held the banoh of violets in his hand, 
and she hastily concealed herself behind the 
broad trunk of a willow, to wait and see 

| what he would do. 

When Victor Ensign bought the little 


bunch of parple blossoms, he had intended | 
| to take them home to Leshe; but standing | 


| there by the grave of one he had long 


Oo 
| loved and loat, he felt a sort of pity for the 


|} dead girl, and pulling the bouquet to 
| pieces, ho scattered the flowers over the 
grave 


Then he went slowly down the path, and 
Leshe crept nearer and nearer, until she 
could read the letters cut in the pare white 
marble 


Margaret — Wyfe of Vielor Kaaign 


* And it ia te know (/iis,” ahe cried, catoh-. 
ing her breath, ‘‘ that I have followed him 
here! It is for thie I have lowed him, and 
trusted him, as no woman ever trusted her 
husband before, in #pite of jealous fears! 
I remewber how ho s#tarted at the name 
and how he said with so stranwe a look, 
* Englixh, too.’ ” 

Aud for one moment Leslie Ensign buried 


tyged 17 


frightened child, 

* This will net do, 
tears away. “Victor will suspect me. I 
must betray no knowledge of hin guilty se 
eret, but 1 must be the same Leslio he has 
known and cheated, antil I can get away 
alone.” 

Away that was ber one thought now, and 
she watched and planned, day by day wear 
ing « cheerful face before her husband, buat 
night after night subbing herself to sleep. 

There came a day at last when Victor 
made op his mind to ask a reason for the 
change he could not help seeing in his young 
wife. 

** Whatever the spell is, which hangs such 
a shadow of grief before her bright eyes, it 
shall be broken!” he had said to himself 
“My love is powerful enough © remove 
mountains from her way, and | cannot any 
longer see my darling unhappy.” 

And then he came home, to fad the draw. 
ore and closets emptied of their dainty ap- 
parel, the flowers fading in the vases, twilight 
in the room, and Leslie gone ! 


Ve 

Almost a year had passed away. Victor 
Ensign bad searched every where for his wife, 
who had left him no clue to ber Hiding-place, 
and bad left for him when she disappeared 
only a slip of paper, with these words on it 

** Margaret Wife of Victor Enmgn 

iged 17." 

Two months before, news of Mra. Kaa 
sell's death had reached him, co he knew 
that Leslie could not have gone to her mother; 
he did not know even that +he knew of the 
sad event. 

It was the latter part of Ootober, and he 
was nitting gloomily by the side of bia fire, 
for it was a rainy, chilly afternoon, when 


** Mins Grey.” 

**Margaret,” be exclaimed, starting ap 
joyfully, _ have found her forase! You 
said you auld pot come again until you 
| could take me to ber.” 

“And I have kept my word, Victor, ' she 
| said, woftly amiling 

** Where is she, then? Lat us go at once!" 
‘She is here bat I 





in this very town 


think it would be better if I were to yo first | 


| and make some explanation of all that must 
have seemed so strange to Leslie's loving 
| heart.” 

* Perbaps you are right,” he said, doubt 
fully; ‘but ob, Margaret, remewber what 
we have both suffered, and do not make we 
wait long.” 

** Twill not,” she said gravely, and passed 
| out as quietly as abe bad come in, 

It wax but three »juares distant, and Mar 
ny Grey wan soon standing with trembling 

ps but shining eyes on Leslie's door-stoue 
| A low knock- twice repeated and open 
jing the door, Victor Eonsign's wife stood 
face w face with Margaret Grey. 

Bat out of Leslie's face the joy had all 
faded months ago, while in Margaret's face 
the rapture of hope had dawned, making it 
beautiful among « thoasand faces. 

| “I saw you in the street an hour ago, 
dear Leslie, and have ventured to fallow 
you home. I have wanted so wuch to see 
you ever since—" And then she stopped in 
confusion, 

“Binoe what?” 

“IT bad forgotten 
know of —" 

* Of my mother's death, you would bave 
said? Deo you not see I aw in muarning for 
her’" 

* Well, then,” said Margaret abraptly, ‘I 
have wanted to see you ever kinve Do died, 
buat could never fod you until to-day 

Leslie passed her baud acrows ber eyes 
an unconscivus habit which she had formed 

en if she would shut out some anweleome 
sight. Then for a single moment she tied 
her sorrowfal eyes on Margaret » face 

* What could you want of me, Margaret | 
Grey’ Have you not robbed me of all I 
held most dear? It is cruel to break open 
the door of a grave!" 

‘Hreak—open the door of a grave 
Who in dead beside your mother, dear Les | 
lie? 

** My lowe in dead |” Leslie answered slowly 
** That love that made the whole world bright 
for we; that fed my life with asilver rain of 
beppiness, so that flowers bloomed in every 
coruer of my heart's yarden. And it is you 
you whose croel hand placked up each tender 

lant. What right have you to such sweet 
ife, when your name is graven on the marble 
stone in the church-yard at Giuerre’ You 
see I know your stury! And why,” she con 
tinued breathlenaly, ‘did you deceive hin 
and let him believe you were dead, aud then 
when I was # happy, come back aud step 
between us’ You were doubtless digguised 
in my father's house you looked far older 
then but you are with him now 
seen you with my own eyes! 

Aud Lesle « fair cheek flushed with anger 

* You have made @ terrible wistake, Les 
lie, and yet I have beeu partly to blame 
Will you uot ak me to sit down ? 
vory tired 

Leslie stepped back inte the room, and 
pushed her own eas) chair toward ber, sit 
tiuy duwn by the window, and waiting for 
her to speak. 

** Mine is a long story, bat I will pat it un 
as few worls as possible. A great tuaLy 
eo ago, Arthur Grey warried my uutuer 
here io merry England and she bad twin 
daughter»—Maryaret Viola and Viola Mar 
geret. It was « fancy of bers to give us 
both the same name. She died soon after, 
aud your father—Arthur Girey—tovk a new 


perhaps you did not 


I have 


i am 


her face in her hands, and sobbed like a | 


} 
ahe said, wiping the 


the servant opening the dvvor, announced | 


name with his uaneles fortune, went to 
Amerioa, and married your mother. “ 

** Then we are sisters?” said Lealie, coldly 

** Yea, dear, we are sisters; bat thongh I 
have found you at last, it is for yow to say 
whether we can 'v sisters in any more than 
name 

“Go on,” said Leslie, turning away her 
head 

“When I was nineteen years old, my 
father and yours sent for me to come to 
Amerioa, bat made me promise never to re 
veal his secret until he was dead nor even 
then not antil you were alone in the work! 
He geve me some money, enough & support 
me comfortably, and Anally gave me a 
with you. It was not until then that I knew 
that the husband of my dead sister Mar 
geret was your lover, and he foolishly in 
sisted on my keeping Ass seoret too, because 
he said you were jealous. Ob, Leslie, you 
need not have been jealous, darling, for 
Vietor lowes you with his whole heart |” 

“He was your masters husband, and not 
yours |" Laalie gasped. 

* You are surprise! 
qressed it before!" 

“Never!” cried Leslie, reaching out her 
hand. “And you are my own sister after 
all, and that ia why I loved you so long ago 

* Loved me!” oried Margaret, grasping 
Loalie's outatretohed hand, and drawing her 
nearer to her, ‘Then | am happy’ 

“Bat Victor" began Leslie, her aweet 
face covered with blu . 

* You would —" 

“IT would go to him, and beg him to for. 
give my folly. If he loves me still —” 

But the words were hushed on ber lips, 
for Margaret's arma had slipped away, and 
| it was her husband's arms that held her. 
| ** Foand at last, my darling, my wife!” 

Bat she could only look up in bis face and 
smile—such a smile as never breaks pon 
any face, unless the heart ia full of content, 

And Margaret, faithful, loving sister, ts 
with them «til, and site often in the twilight 
with the little fair hatred baby Viola in ber 
arms, aod sings her to sleep with the doar 
old English song which she had sung so 

| many years ago! 


Then you have never 
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| NEW PUBLICATIONS. 
ftAnuy of the fullowing works of any other book 
will bo forwarded by mall by the proprietors of Tee 
Poet on receipt of the regular retail price. Address 
UM. Peterson & Oe, O10 Walnut St, Phidatedphia, 
Publishers are requested alwaye to state the retell 
| price of thelr books when seuding them to he notiowd, 
Tue Ovroast axp Ornen Pomme By J, 
| W. Warteos, anthor of * Heantiful Boow, 
and Other Poewa.” Pablished by T B 
Peterson & Hrow, Philadelphia. Many of 
the pooms in this volume are deci edly sa 
rior to anything which appeared in Mr 
| Wateon’s fret book, ‘' The Hall ia Up,” and 
| * Gartbaldi's Eatry Into Naples,” are compo- 
| sitions much above the average 
Tex Exp or tur Wont» A Love Story 
Ky Eowan» Evatestox, author of the 
** Hooster Schoolmaster,” ete With Thirty 
two [llastrations Vablished by Orange 
Jadd & Co, New York. and aleo for sale by 


Claxton, Romaeon A Haffelflager, Vhilada 
Price $1.50, 
Tue Onorat ron Wives A Novel. By 


the author of “Ought We to Visit Her?’ 
* Archie Lovell,” “Steven Lawrence, Yoo 
man,’ eto, Vablished by Sheldon A Co, 
New York; and also for sale by Claxton, 

Remsen & Haffeldinger, Philadelphia 
| Tue Laweance Sreaken, A Rolection of 
| Literary Gems in toetry and Prose. De- 
jaigned for the Use of Colleges, Schools, 

Seminarios, Literary Societios, and Espe- 
| ovally Adapted for all persons desirous to 
| Exoel in Declamation and Public Speaking. 
| By Puta Lawrence, Professor of Eloon- 
tion, aud Principal of the Lnstitates of Elo- 
ention in New York and Philedelphia. Pub 
lished by ‘T. Bo Peterson A Broa, Philadel 
phia, Price $2 00 

|} ‘Tue Deve in ture Eacues Newt, My the 
jauthor of ‘The Heir of Kedely fle Pub 
| linhed by D. Appleton & Oo, New York 
| and alee for sale by Claxton, Hemaen 4 Haf 
felfinger, Philadelphia. 

Tux Poa A Tale, By J. Fenimone 
Cooren,  Ilasteated from Drawings by F 
i/o ©. Dawter. Pablished by D. Appleton 

& Co, New York; and also for sale by Clax 
| ton, Kemaen & Haffelfinger, Philadelphia. 

A Crcvormita of tHe Kear Tuovawrs oF 
Cuantom Dickens, Compiled from bis Works 
j and Alphabetioally Arranged by F. G. be 
Fowtatne. No, 2. Pablished by E. J. Hale 
A Son, 17 Murray street, Now York, and 
alno for sale by Claxton, Remsen & Ilaffel 
finger, Philadelphia. To be issued in «it 
somi-monthly nambers, Price 4) ota each 
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DR. RADWAY'S 


PERFECT PURGATIVE PILLS. 


Pertectly tasteless, elegantly coated, for the care of 
all disurders of the stomach, liver, bowels, kidneys, 
bladder, nervous diseases, headache, copeti pation, 
custivencss, indigestion, dyepepeta, hile vness, bil. 
fous fever, Indammation of the bowels, piles, and all 
derangements of the internal viscera, Warranted to 
effect a positive cure, 


Price 95 ceate per box, 
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DR. BMADWAY & ©0., 38 Warren ™., 
noveef New York, 
ACARD. 

Te all whe are suffering from the errors and indie 
eretions of youth, vervous weakness, early deeay, 
lose of manhood, &e, Twill send « receipe that will 
wf charg, This noble remedy was 
diseovered by a missionary lun South America, Send 
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by « Lady, bething bat what te 
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THE MASTER OF GREYLANDS. 
Hy Mere, HE NEY Weel), author of © Rast 
Lynne,’ * Lady Audionian ® I rial,” ete, 
UNA AND HER PRINCE. 
Ny MIRA ALL. MUZZEY, author of “Una and 


Her Lione,” ete, 


A GIRL'S ROMANCE. 








By DAISY VENINGOK, author of © Qaeen 
Conpaetta,” ete 
A NOVELET. 
Hy AMANITA M. DOUGLAS, anthor 
at “Au Everyday Heroine,” ete 
A NOVELET. 
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year | 
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BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS. 
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arts, bat rather too | 
1. Lippineott & Co, | 
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We recetved a letter last | 
week, in which the writer offered to get ap 
Tue Power at last years prices 


elae to be particularly happy over 
was actually deluded enough to believe that 
a millenium would come, when the shabby 
genteel folke would all be dead or converted, 
and poor women wouldnt be ashamed to 
earn their own living 


Tereons who have it in their minds to write 
such letters, if any there be, may 
save themaeclves the trouble 
9 fi not pay the running erpenace of U *' The longer I lives the more I 
r and we do pot value subscrptions 
thal we have to furnish at alow 
price to Clab suleortbers in Afty cents lows 
than ts asked by other fret class literary pa 
pers, and we are not certain that it is not 
j st that much lower than we can afford 
ae moderate in our desires, and are satis 
Bed with muderate profits 
te bay @ 0.000 horses, of to live in a palace 
Bat we do wish to make enough out of oar 
paper to pay its eaponses, and have a mode 
rate amount left over to live apon ourselves 
We do not think we have many readers that 
will grudge us that 
few that will, we do hope they will not pester 
an with letters asking us to deviate from 
our terme in their favor, bat take it for 
granted that we are telling them the exact 
truth, and mean precisely what we say 


Looking at the human race, and our 
side of it in particular, as it seems to me 
how, and viewing i as it appeared to me 
I think | couldn't 
than a month old, ten years ago 
think | have much faith, hope or charity 
The very ashes of those 
glorious illumens have been blown away 
There ian't even so much as the least mite 
of a solitary gray cinder left of em 
beleve one American woman in five thousand 
has properly used her opportunities, and as 
to the grand republican matron whom I pic 
myself, wrand because of 
staunoh, loyal republican simplicity, beaut 
ful, cultivated, queenly, refined! ob, pahaw ' 
lve nearly put my eyes out looking for her, 
and | have not found her 
pect to find her now 

Hut Ive notioed that just as fast 


a ee net eae + ie m : 





And as for the very 


through pork packs whinky making, to 
, just ao fast, and 
maybe « little faster than that, American 
women set themeel ves up to imitate the oon 
founded flunkeyiam and monkeytam of those 
people across the water, who, if they had 
their will, would blot oar republic out of 
the book of the world to morrow 

A fow weeks ago, somewhere in the report 
of a pork packers convention in a certain 
Oity, there was an expression of an idea 
whieh would have made you laugh your false 
teet® out, if you had 

+ ; al 


sormen Parkas on Mana 
Seoch of our readers as are in the 
subscribing to other 
magarines, wherever located, oan always do 
better by sending on the money to us in | 
connection with their subscription for Tus 

Hee paragraph respecting subscrip 

ions to other periodicals in our ] erm 
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who deal exolusively in 
1 wa T, the dimenmons 
of long nbbed middies, and side-cutas, they 
flnwbed their labors with the interchange of 
buncombe which that delghbtfal Dundreary 
would oall ‘' the usual thing,” and presently, 
in an irresistible gush of rhetoric, a delicious 
yentioman addromses the other genUemen in 
‘princely pork-packers 
What « nice, sweet scented metaphor, to be 
What glorious visions of royalty float 
through the fancy, mingling delightfully 
with spareribs, Hood puddings, pigs feet 
and sausages! /*mncedy pork packers! Lord 
If the street cleaner and garbage 
man should heap together a lot of gold in 
their respective professions, | dare say they 
would be princes too 
be, wouldnt it! to have a princely street 
cleaner and a princely garbage-man 

Then, as if this Vankee prince convention 
wasn! enough to foish me entirely, there 
appeared a few days ayo in a boston paper 
an ttem which was sim 
jaence of the reyal por 
the conclusion neat week, 
“princely pork packers 





swine, had estalsliahes 





Doubtless it ts @ fact that women's heads 
are very easily tarned 
fect that they mostly havent any ballast of 
gved hard common sens to 
wleady in trying sitaations 
are fidgety, fighty, undependalie, and run 
tomly bo pomsense and fuadertes 
they are beth childiah and monkey sab in their 
fotidnees for imitation, and ther lowe of 
that is what old 


How niwe ut would 


fogee say of them 
T ase! to believe it waan't so at all 
Ton years ago you couldn thave made me say 
eo, bel with red bot 
Oiee Heport, coald you 
we an edaiesiomn that | thonght the old 
foguee were about half mht 
ou mde Ii seemed to me that bere in 
America, freed from the fettertike preja 
dices of «fete monarchies and all that, with 
screaming old Amercan 
wings protectingly 


snoer of a Patent 
ave tortared from 


we it were, of the 
Il never gave my countrywomen fal 
the rule of snobbery, and sarrendered al! 
hope of em forever and ever, tll the fatal 
moment when | read that last item 
gave Up completely. 
morting glory before an October frost 





















eagle Sapping hie big 
over em, it was in the power of oar bright, 
apitited repatlican women to make of them 
solves the beet and highest that created 
woman could attain this aide of Heaven 
really belewed that my 
women were shunt to do something up 
com wea for women 

American men, ith some e1oeptions, ap 
peared to me to be so chivalrous and help. 


| wilted down lke « 


g O8n young ladies who wouldn t walk about 
the harmless streets of (\ncimmati, or take 
by the oars, anattended 
ing in the world. Paney, 
which never tonch our 
shores, filed with vain longings after the 
delights of dear Paris, and continual com 
perieons between foreign politeness and 
devess 


Fancy om, indeed! 
princely pork packers and 


the shortest jyarp 
by « maid, for any 
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away that glorious 
I remember French —- ane ee their litt'e 
false emoag’ to crush 


hopelessly oa', ck vatng 


i 
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their little noses disdainfally in the air, and 
then sitting down sorrowfually together, lke 
a pack of sick monkeys, and whining after 
dear Paris! 

That's my glorious, radiant American wo- 
man whom | dreamed of, ten years ago. My 
coming priestess of freedom, fearless, intel 
lectual, beautiful as the morning, has tarned 
out to be merely the mhotic, monkeyish 
caricature of a French woman. And I dare 
aay these pining princesses, along with Paria 
manners, would like to import Paria morals, 
too, IL wonder if they would’ How fine it 
would be, to be sure, if our pining American 
pork princesses could each take to her heart 
one of those nice, pare, moral, and devoted 
Freneh husbands we read so much about. 
What a pity it couldn't be. 

It humiliates my unhappy soul to the dust 
to discover how ignorant, how old fogyiah, 
how far behind the times I have been all my 
life up to a week ago. Up to that period of 
my profitioss existence, confess I was 
foolish enough to take it to heart as a matter 
of pride po pleasure that, in our country, 
“from Maine to California,” as the stamp 
speakers say, a modest young lady in her 
right mind could travel all over the land, 
whithersoever she chose, with perfect safety 
and comfort. Indeed, | remember that as 
long ago as the year 55, a beautiful girl of 
only sixteen went all alone from Ohio to the 
then far-off and almost unknown land of 
California, sailed bravely across the ocean 
unattended by a soul whom she knew, and 
arrived safely and happily among her friends 
at Ban Francisco. People mentioned it, I 
remember, aaa proof of the high civilization 
which America had attained even then, that 
agirl of sixteen could make a journey like 
that alone. Nay, more, I have been deluded 
enough, up to a week ago, to feel rather 
proad that, in our Amenean towns and 
cities, ladies, two or more at a time, or even 
one at atime, could go almost anywhere they 
chose in the evening, unattended by a gen- 
tleman, and if they behaved themselves 
quietly and ree bly, they would infal 
hbly be treate: quietly and reapectably. 





jas to @ lady ie ** 
| that she daren't even look out of the . 
dow. I give the lady snobs my , im 
| sure, Pd pancho. to them yy 
| them the lofty and shining mark of a Chinese 
| lady, apd never stop till they reach it. 


a deep and substantial reason for every cus- 
tom and asage, however trivial, in any coan- 
| try 

| walk or ride alone through the streets of 
| Paria, there can be bat one earthly reason 






not be safe for ber to do so. 
ness that, where, if a man see « lady stop- 
pine to look at something in « 


yet that is the *Fronch politeness,’ which 
_, | these silly young ladies are fond of contrast- 
ing with American rudeness, and that is the 
| state of society which they are trying to in 
| troduce into this country. 
| taste, but I don't think 


| marvellous, but French morals are abomi- 
| nable. 
anything at all of French literatare, which they 
— 
rw 
know that not even the heathen Turk in his 
harem has a lower, more contemptible, ma- 
terial estimate of woman and ber powers 
than all the French writers from HKoussean 
down to Dumas the Younger. 
try in the civilized world to-day is woman's 
edacation so : 
intellectual powers #0 utterly cramped and 
chained down as in this very France. And 
yet, Heaven help ‘em! American shoddy. 
princesses want to bring Paria across the 
seasinto Yankeedom. Ob, foranother Thack- 
eray to write another book of snobs! 
that young ladies’ fathers would make them 
stay at home and go to the public schools 
until a good, stardy English education had 
taken the idiotic nonsense out of them, and 
pat some common sense and intelligence 
into their heads. 
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You Dean, Dantine On Post 


sible 
to you with our troubles, 
Aaron would say, ‘I accordingly avail my- 
self of the opportunity.” 


minder” and be ‘‘ miastooken” for all sorts 
of people; Linfer from observation that it 
is inconvenient to be ** too little ;" I have no 
doubt that it is discouraging to be ** too 
big; ‘and to be ** too thick,’ or “ too thin” — 
like sorghum molasses 
ful, but Lam persuaded that not one of my 
dear sisters 
ten so pathetically of their several grievan- 
cea ever taught 
** boarded round. " 


rather with an hamble and contrite spirit. 
Teaching may be, as some learned 
has remarked, ‘a high and mighty ing.” 
But, when it comes to ** be 
it is calling rather frequently, and on all 
manner of ple 


whole neighborhood 
pamphiet, or an itinerant brass kettle. 
ave no abiding place. To go to Jones's to- 
night, and get black looks and receive ad. 
monitory hints in reference to keeping ‘our 
Johnny in at recess.” 
alone in a lonesome room at the end of the 
poreh 
ever, as m 
and I bh 


fellows 


like chamber, and feel little icy imps scam- 
pering up 
think it would be pleasant to be roasted 
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land should ever come to that. God forbid 


that my beloved Yankee brothers should 
ever become so vile and bratal that a virte- 


4 i 


And I bope I may be safe in Heaven before 
the day when these idiots of women succeed 


in importing their y French waysinto my 
native land. If pork and whiskey-prin. 
omnes on, maybe in time may 


hope to attain to the high state of civilize 
tion already reached in China, where so fer 
from walking in the streets, no lady worth 
mentionicg ever walks at all, and any lady 
to that extent 
win- 


morals of a nition make ite manners. 
There ia, or at some past time has been, 


If it is not the fashion for a lady to 


because the average Frenchman, 
joan of fine manners, is at 
ancivilized that it would 
Grand polite 


-window, 


© will step up to her and insult ber. And 


Every one to his 
d like it myself. 
French taste is beautiful, French skill is 


If these foolish American girls knew 


don t, 
ge of 


udging from their average 
tnglieh, they cannot bat 


In no coun- 


lected 
» 


bh fully ’ 





Ob, 


z1a. 
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KY BELLE BREMER 


No gold from the Indies T send thee, 
No glittert:g jowels rare, 

‘Te rest on thy snows bosom, 
( weave in thy abining hair 


Tie * imply an offering of triendahty 
lu memory of the past; 

A souvenir ot days d parted, 
‘Too beautiful ever to last, 


Hot memory lingers to bless me, 
Like the rose when ite beauty has Ged, 
the pertame and «eweetn: ae till linger 
Though tle petals are withered and dead. 


Parewell, be thy futare all brightness, 
No sorrow thy young life ne 4 


Nor ph asurer ike Dead Sea apples, 
Twin to athes Gpoe chy lips, 

Aud when life's ftfal fever is over, 
(her which we make euch an ado, 

We'll meet tn the beautiful Aiden, 
‘Bhe home of the good and the true, 


—- 


THE SCHOOL-MA’AM. 


I love you more than ever -if that is pos- 
since I find we are permitted to come 
And as Uncle 


I know it must bo dreadfal to bea * Re- 


may not be bliss- 
**in distress”) who have writ- 
** deestrict” school and 


I have 
I say it not with an air of boasting, but 


raon 
ing round,” 
Just think of being circulated through a 


like an interesting 
To 


And have to asleep 
Couldn't complain last night, how- 
bed was in Brown's family room, 
two of the children for bed 


One night to be chilled in Smith's barn- 


he 


coasfally disposed of all his victims in the 


commences his coarse of lectures to- 
and when he has finished I expect we 


just remember which. 























LETTER FROM NEW YORK. 
WRITTEX Fos TEE eaguanat EVENING POST, 
BY OLIVE KING. 


Daan Post.—I arose in good 
morning, and it was my express 
tion to write you a long 
of pleasant topics, 

| most in my mind, I sat down in my sanctam, 
which fortunately faces the South The 


a A 


te this 





mild rays of the October sun 

| Saiberally in, and ¢ seemed 
pitious, until suddenly, for the Orst 
time, my eyes —— — the waving 
branches of a sorrowful immediately 


opposite, and before I knew it I was think- 
all the enlivening wind-ups to stories, 
read, where the author having suc- 


early part of the narrative, finally buries the 
heroine on some sunny slope, where the 
gentle wind sighing ¢hrough the bo and 
willow sang her requiem, and that. I 
can't just remember bow they say it, but 
that was the theme suggested, and just as | 
began to grow serious, a wailing svand not 
unlike the cry of a lost spirit (I never heard 
one ory ax I w of—but that is a proper 
simile) came moaning downthechimney in a 
manner likely to throw one into chronic 
chills; while an unhappy organ-grinder ander 
my window be ng out his soul, or 
the organ's soul in “* Hark from the Tombs’ 
or some other doleful tane equally agonizing. 

I'm not Mark Tapley or any jon to 
him—there can't be any ble resem- 


rmine- | 
letter upon all sorts | 
and with that idea upper- | 





| 








it 


Stanley will wear his African uniform on 
the rostrum. 

The Paris Figaro says that Madame Ade. 
line Patti is worth one millions francs, and 
that Christine Nilsson is still richer, while 
Pauline Lucca has lost her whole fortune in 
consequence of the extravagance of her 
husband. 


oe Seen pent appears in a Paris 





blance between us; he id have | 
—- at once under all these drawbacks, 
»ut I confeas I did not. I am in fine condi- 
tion to write an obituary, or serve at a post 
mortem, bat I am morally certain I can't 
bring my mind to relateany of the humorous 
events that have transpired within the last 
week. I feel sad and sorrowfal, and as a 
consequence, ble and cross, and if 
this letter should turn ont an elongated 
growl, I shall d d absolution on the 
ground that my intentions were originally 
right, bat circumstances and surroundings 
were against me. And casting r eye 
broadcast over the land there seem to 
be enough to growl about, wouldn't there ? 
Mra. Fair had her second trial, and 
fared better than on her first; and now the 
intelligence reaches us that she is about to 
join the great army of Lecturers, and tell 
an admiring American public what she knows 
about oe ae will flock to 
hear her —not they care a Continen- 
tal o« r what she has to say, but ont of a 
enestll exstesit to see « notorious woman 
whose hands are red with the blood ofa 
fellow-creature, and whom the strong-mind- 
ed ladies of New York and San Francisco 
have lauded to the skies, and written, and 
talked, and worked for, visited, sympathized, 
and condoled with, from the moment she 
was branded murderess up to the present 
hour, openly declaring that the act was jasti- 
fiab'e, and that under similar circumstances 
they woul i do the same thing, and inward- 
ly carwing their unlacky stars and ugly 
faces because similar circumstances do not 
exist and they are without a target. It is 
dreadful, you know, to have principles and 
not be able to prove them. It may be all 
right to hang one party for a crime, and 
elevate another, who has committed the same 
offence, into an idol, or a heroine. I sup- 
pose it i right, or it would not be so—but a 
woman who ye Her hand upon a man, save 
in the way of kindness, can keep out of my 
bailiwick, for Ill have none of her. I do 
not believe in, and am not upholding capital 
punishment, and woald not wish te be under- 
stood as favoring anything ef the kind, bat 
it does seem to me that these insane streaks 
that jealous women get, every now and then, 
are growing more frequent and more dan- 
erous — minate, and those subject to 
them, I think, should have a keeper int- 
ed to take of them, as not g re- 
sponsible for acts; they ony 
ought not to be allowed to run at large. It 
should be a female keeper too, else they 
might get the crazy idea that they were in 
love with the poor rascal, and if he happen- 
ed to have other porgies on boiling, blow bis 
brains out the first convenient opportunity ; 
while a woman, who would accept the post, 
would necessarily belong to the grand army 





of Reformers, and consequently be in 


no danger of any such But 


apropos of Fairs and Expositions of every 
kind—though I do hope she won't lec- 


she will though, for e » 
The great Froude 
t, 


know all about the relations between England 


ture. I 
body is at it this season. 


and Ireland—whether we care much about 
them will be another thing. 
docs, probably, and he wants to interest the 


Mr. Froude 


inhabitants of this *‘ blasted country” in the 
** bloody” subject. And there is the prett 
Olive, whose surname is | , who will 


mount the rostrum and air her ideas. ‘‘ Suac- 


cessful People” is the theme, and if she will 
explain to her audience how they can ensure 
success in all unde: 


she will have 
talked to some aot. ather Burke has 
aword to say on the ‘ Volunteers of ‘82." 
Eli Perkins lectures in ‘‘ Defence of the 
Heathen”—or the heathen Chinee—I don't 
Edmund Yates, the 
novelist, is having his say, and bow many 
more are in the field I'm sure I dont know ; 
bat I presume, if I were to exercise my 
memory a little, I could remember five or 


six hundred that are expecting to ‘‘ speak 
their piece” as soon as they can find a va- 
cant hall. 


Fashions are everywhere—nobody ever 
saw so many fashions. The latest freak in 


hair-dressing is to carry all the back hair to 


the top of the head, as nearly as may be, 
and there wind it round in a circular bunch, 





and down your back until you 


Farther still, even so recently as during the | alive a fa wild ‘Injan,” bat change your 
Cmeinnati Exposition, when I used to ob. | mind next night when Mra. Green under- 
serve two or three good and pretty young | takes it ip her little bed-room with a big fire | 


ladies going merrily off to the great show to- 
gether of an evening, and going through the 
many departments and enjoying themselves 
two hours or so, and coming home again as 
pleasantly and comfortably as if they had been 
sitting in their own mother's parlor all the 
while, it tickled my old bones immensely 
Here at last is trae civilization, | thought, 

Until a few days ago, I had no ‘hee of 


} 


pot.pie to © water-million presarves.” Varie- 
ty may be the spice of life, but one cannot 
| be expected to subsist on «pice. 


will, at a congenial fireside, you dare not 
| spend more than the allotted time, or it will 
be reported that you are ‘‘strack” with the 


and a moutain of bed-clothes | 


To be regaled on every known edible from 
| 


And when you alight, as you frequently 


how low a state of heathenish ignorance and | ‘hired hand,” or, the hopefal heir to the 


darkness I bad fallen into 
are all wrong ' 
eases who pine for dear Parma in execrable 


boarding-school French, and seek by every | to see bow you are prospering, and to 
possible means to forget that they were born | the last “Post” and ** Lady « Friend,’ 
in free, virtnous Yankee land, wouldn't go | letter from Sia, and 


anywhere unattended by a maid for the 
world’ French manners and morals are as 
infinitely above American savageism as the 
stars above the earth Dear! dear’ 

Very, the French are upon ux 
bad French too, | judge, from the scraps one 
sometimes overhears as falling from the 
sweet and rosy lips of dry-goods clerks, 
milliners, school girlie and garbage prin 
commen, Not borg since, I heard « distin 


Hless you, we said fireside, so you can 
The sy and tobacco prince. | staff and travel on.” 


y ‘take up your 


And when your own real lover comes over 
bring 
‘anda 
well, on consideration, 
‘resume the foregoing will be considered 


sufficient excuse for his coming, so I need not 
reveal anything furtner. 
the old ladies catechizing you concerning 
Very him 


Bat, to have all of 


and the litle boys making remarks 


about his having «yetrews on his upper. 
lip; all of which you must bear with smiling | 
MD posure. 
thing under the «un a poor, “lone, lorn” 
woman in the country 
guished fashionable youn, lady describing | echool, 


You know why. There is no- 


wn do bat teach 


or get married.) and she must be 


ber new dress to another distinguished | very meek and conciliatory if she gets to do | 


fashionable young lady. It was a sweet dress, 
she said, made in the fashion of a poleon-A, 
-and of a cloth which was named druidetay | 


that 
thesis 


which includes the phrase in paren. | 


I might write much more —baut, if you are 


There was a mixture of Yanker, negro, and | not yet convinced, there is a school © oat an 
sweet Irish for you, but it sounded sort of | the ‘pike,” which you can secure on applica. 


ead for aforeign tomgue. Now ‘drat’ such tion, and have the opportanity of * 
it on,” ** boarding around” and all 


Tench as that, I say, and drat the afily, 
ignorant girls who are orazy t» sell ther 
See = pee, y fieedom for a | 
ness foolish ways w take their ongin, 
their necessity, indeed, from a | o-ety which 
is at bottom as utterly corra; t, bed, and 
heartless as can be foard im the civilized 
world. God forbid that my beloved Yankee | 


trying 


“ Walking, for your supper, 
Mice of ep-hil) road ; 
W baling ltue urchins 
¥ ith an oakem rule 
Bices me! atet it pleasant, 
Teaching district-echom» * 


ANICNARP. 


and will be more usefal 
| ing dress; bat I 
| is the Grst thing 


from the centre of which hangs one or two 
curls; a coronet braid over the top of the 
head, and in front of it a little of the nataral 
hair cat short and frizzed completes the af- 
fair. I have heard no name for this style, 
bat presume it is called the *‘ Lucca.’ 
Everything is likely to be ‘* Lacca;” we have 
already the * Lucca” hat and the ‘* Lacoa” 
train, and the ‘‘Lucca” cloak, and the 
** Lucea” boot, and we shall be lucky if we 





don't have hing hi and p 
turners and frying-pans and toasting-fork 
and all other ii y and d we om 





ticles flying around under the same eupho- 
nious title. We can't have any Lucca 
bustles, for it is officially announced that 
the spirited little cantatrice does not sport 
such an appendage. Something will have 
to be done about it. Lucca is the fashion, 
and if she can't be induced to adopt the 
bastle business, then that graceful institution 
is doomed. If Lucea can afford to wear 
ber drapery sweeping straight from her 
shoulders, then America’s fair daughters 
must —it wouldn't be Lucca if they didn't. 

In evening dresses the fancy is for white 
tuile, with namberiess puffs, rofiles and 
ruchings. Silks of rose-color, bine and 
black, are worn with organdy over-skirta, all 
tucks, puffs, and insertings. These skirts 
are cut very long, and looped at the side and 
back with trailing sprays of rose-buds or | 
banches of pansies. The waists are usually | 
low, or square neck, with lace fichu, or bre- 
telles. White silk for wedding-dresses is | 
scarcely as popular as it has been. The | 
latest idea seems to be « dreas of pearl. | 
colored silk, with skirt-trimming of white | 
tulle, laid on in puffa, the waist and sleeves | 
ortamented with pointe. I do not know | 
whether the fancy for pearl.color originates | 
im the fact that it soils less easily than white, 
hereafter as an even- 
presame it does, as economy | 
® bride thinks of, always. 
Train dresses for street wear are 


‘ more and more the rule every day. A well. 


PERES BYACINTHES, 
A new Sweetmeat for W: 
(Highly recommended to MM. les Fi ) 
The celebrated lady dentist of Beriin 
Mra. Henrietta Hershfeld, is described as a 
refined and beautiful woman, with wonder. 
fal strength in hersmall hand. Shee 


teeth—a matter which seems not 

understood in (termany. 9 
A French newspaper having said that M. 

Gambetta only one wash-basin, 


The New York critics do not go into un- 
ualified raptares over or about Lucca, 
1 of them admit that she is a success. Her 


not create all the furore that N 
id, there would seem to be no doubt 
bat that her popularity is assured. As a 
whole, however, nothing is i 

ing that ‘ L’Africaine” has been better pre- 
sented by other artistes in times gone by. 

The celebrated and com r, 
Rubigstein, who ranks next to Liszt the 
Old World, and Wienawsky, (called Wine 
and Whisky by the facetious,) the famous 
Polish violin virtuoso are in Philadelphia. 
Cultured music lovers attend the Academy, 
ee the concerts are brilliant and fashiona- 

6. 

The follow item is a v liar 
kind of new BR We find it in 7 
New York paper which pretends to be an au- 
thority on musical matters:—‘ During a 
duet ween Miss Cary and Mario, the 
eager 8 old gentleman would at times hold 

is glasses to see the music, Miss Cary 
then filially held it before him. Sauret 
earns money o to buy himself new 
clothes from a tailor. His pantaloons, 
especially, are very clumsy and badly cut. 


He might y to advantage from Marzo, 
tne accom pat The troupe all cut a swell 
in , with exception of himself.” 


Pauline Lucca's rendering of the part of 
Marguerita in Gounod's opera of Faust, dif- 
fers materially from that of other prima 
donnas with whom American audiences are 
familiar. A musical writer writes that it is 
- sae quate and pensive blende whom 

er 


Ary ted, and whom Gounod 
perhaps had chiefly in his mind when he 
wrote the beau’ love music of this act; 


it is much like the actual Gretchen of Goethe, 
« simple, rosy, hearty girl, not very wise, not 
very romantic, not given to reveries ; who 
See Sees Soe Canes aut commen 

topics, uses grammar, and is pleased 
with trifles ; who is vain as a child, but loves 
with the warm heart of a woman.” 

The Paris papers say Mile. Carlotta Patti, 
in entering upon her American concert 
tour, seems to be ne which 
can secure the conquests of Mile. 
Nilsson has set her the example. No less 
than fifteen or twenty toilets, each richer 
than the other, have been ordered by her 
from the establishment of Mme. Merlot- 
l'Archeveque, who in the favorite interpreter 
of the prima donna’s caprices. 

What is called the “funeral” of Pere 
Hyacinthe has already taken place. It is a 
custom among Roman Catholic igious 
anmaes, ied ‘A. an h that 
desérts them as dead, and ceremony of 
bury him is performed. This was re- 
<7 Se eyes of Rexerings © 
w . Hyacin A 
coffin was placed in the Bile of theaks 
and the customary burial service chan 
It has been rather to see than to hear the 
old monarch of tenors that our fashionable 
and cultivated music lovers have thronged 
the Academy. There was to delight 
the ear in the performances of the peeriess 
Patti, and of , Sanret and Carreno. It 
may not be generally known that Mario is of 
— i that Mario is only a stage 

is nawe is Giuseppe, Marquis 
of Candia. Though he has for thirty years 
derived a magnificent income from his lyric 
efforts, he is now in very reduced circum- 








| cause of his very generous 


the time spent in this 


stances; some say in q 
of too fast living, and others have it, be- 





largesses to 
brother artistes in need or affliction, and of 
his too liberal ti toward the re- 
demption and consolidation of his beloved 
Italy. Our readers can believe whichever 
story best suits them. Certain it is, how- 
ever, that Mario, Marquis though he be, 
poor. 
A letter from Paris says :—“* Not far away, 
in the Rue Bayard, day and night, works 
Gustave Doré, now painting, now rapidly 


éeil 





| sketching in his great sketch-books, the de- 


signs which are to electrify the world. 

**He is a little man with dense black bair 
and ruddy campheaiell’ eth healthy chest 
and sinewy arms, and with a confiding, 
friendly manner which at once wins every 
one to him. His jet black moystache shades 
clear-cut and firm lipe, indexes to a character 
which has always held him above the level of 
the grosser Parisian temptations. His whole 


vigorously, or 
stadio, overmastered by some 
tion which he dare not 

** Doré has a horror of 
for holidays, and once told 
severest trial was on New Year's 
not the money for the 





whieh I give grodgingly. 
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| deapair. “She told me to come and tell ; 
RAe-POwED | nothing else aaa tare —~y ae ie 
at | Oraig's Red while che lives.” 
j La) it 
Book an Job Printin oe Yo: Me MCclmont could not travel as 
siting Carts, Sate Senv, and Teh! I rose co Wf the ofl 
, and I- ; as 
be —w~ Ber-or 3 — |demon was at my beele all the way—and I 
Basiness Oarda, Cironlars, | shall mover rest easy again till I've pat « bal- 
Books, Check — Vaughan'’s brain; for he's the 
Pamphlets | cause of it all, with his diabolical cireum 
of Titles, Paper Books, ' stantial evidence,” exclaimed Murrey, with 
awe | Mr, —— for the love of Heaven give 


Au. @THER §rintina, 


| me the parti 

* You know the trial was tp commence on 
| Tuesday?” 

Las on” 


Apply personally or by letter te 
DEACON & PETERSON, 


319 Walnut Street, staircases, and every corner of the bail 


Or at the Prin 


Office in the rear, Nos. 108 & 110 
thatsen beeen Faiteasipnia. Pa. 





** Well, as soon as the doors of the court- 
open, the galleries, and 
—— 
Teast the and 
good place, where I could see and 


house were thrown 


was filled to suffocation by an 
| I got py & 
da 








IN JUNE. 


WRITTEH FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING Post. 


Oh, my friend, de you remember 
A Summer eo long ago, 

When we saat in the garden together 
And saw the roses blow ? 


And heard the rebins singing, 
And saw the sunlight tall 

In a shower of on the meadow, 
And the lilies by the wail. 

I ehall never, never f it, 
For yeu gave to me and there 


A beatiful snow-white lily 
That had lain among your hair. 


And I wore it on my bosom 
That golden afternoon, 

And I ht that of all the long year 
The s time was June. 


Ob, dreams of a Summer vanished, 


And why must the roses blossom 
Only in golden June? 

Life seems like a stern awaking 
After the dreaming ends ; 

Then we were almost lovers, 
Now we are only friends. 

EBEN KE. REXFORD. 


Helena ‘Macdonald 
THE BRIDE'S SACRIFICE. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

As Marray had said, a subpcwna was served 
on Mra. M'Calmont to be present at the 
trial about which e \y wae > 
That good lady, who determined y 
to go, it asa mere useless core- 
mony; but fate seem determined to deprive 
ber of that melancholy consolation, for two 
days before the eventful one on which the 
trial was totake poor Mrs. M'Calmont, 
worn out by excitement and constant weep- 
ing, was seized with such a violent sick 
headache, that she was utterly unable to 
leave her bed. 

In vain, when the day “big with fate” 
came, did she attempt to rise, At the very 
first effort she was seized with such a deadly 
faintness—such a blinding giddiness, that 
she was instantly forced to go to bed again. 
And there, half-delirious, with her head 
throbbing and beating like mad, prostrated 
in mind and body, she was forced to lie, 
while her physician wrote a certificate of her 
inability to attend, which Mr. M'Calmont was 
to convey to } sean a ion adil 

How passed, an next, an: 
the next, aon M'Calmont never knew. 
Lying in her darkened chamber, with 
bandages, wet with vinegar, bound around 
her burning forehead, with servants tiptoe- 
ing in and out, and speaking in hushed 
whispers, the time as it does in a 
dream. With her mind as well as her body 
utterly prostrate, she was spared the sus- 
pense concerning the position of Helena she 
must otherwise have suffered. 

Bat on the fourth day, though weak and 
languid, she was able to rise; and, with the 
assistance of her maid, descended to the 
parlor, where, smothe in shawls, she sat 
in her large easy-chair. 

And now, recovered from the a 
tration of bodily illness, she thought of the 
time that had and began to feel all 
the tortures of doubt and agonizing sus- 
pense again. Helena’s trial must be over by 
this time, and—what had been the result? 

So unendurable grew this uncertainty, 
that she was about to dispatch a messenger 
to Craig's End to learn the result of the 
trial, when the clatter of horses’ hoofs be- 
fore the door arrested her attention, and the 
next instant the door was thrown open, and 
Aleck Murray stood before her. 

Yes, Aleck Murray; but so changed that 
she almost screamed as eke en, 

ard, and y; with con row, 
we lips, anten eyes; with such a 
look of passionate , anguish and des- 
pair, that the scream was frogen on her lips; 
and white, rigid and speechless, she stood 
staring, unable to utter a word. 

Without g, almost without looking 
at her, he w himself into a chair, and 
buried his face in his hands. 

Ob! what meant that lobdk, that action, 
that ominous silence? For one moment the 
sight eeemed leaving Mrs. M'Calmont's ¢: 
~the power of life seemed dying out in 
heart; but by a mighty effort of her will she 
resisted the deadly faintness that was creep- 
ing over her, and asked, in a voice so low 
and tremulous that it was almost inandible— 

** What of Helena ?” 

A groan that seemed to rend the heart 
from which it came, burst from the lips of 
Murray. 

** What of Helena?” Mrs. M'Ual- 
mont, breathing hard in her efforts to be 
calm 


“Ob, Mrs. M’Calmont, do not ask!” ex- 
claimed Murray, in a stifling voice. 

‘*Helena! Helena!” were the only words 
the white, quivering lips could utter. 

“Oh, bow can I tell her?” cried Murray, 


’ 


Springing up and wildly beginning to pace 
the room. 

‘Helena! what of her?” wailed Mrs. 
M'Calmont, p her hands to her heart. 


**Helena is—oh, Heaven! how can I speak 
the terrible words?” exclaimed the excited 
young man, pacing up and down like one 
demented. 

‘Heavens! Will you tell 
mad?” cried Mrs. M Cal 
mach excited as himself. 

“Then listen—since I must repeat her 
awful fate—Helena has been tried, ocon- 
victed, and—doomed t die!” 

The look that Mrs. M'Calmont's face wore 
that moment never left the memory of Aleck 
Murray. There was a as of many 
waters in her ears, a sudden darkness before 
her eyes, her brain reeled, and her hand 
dropped helplessly on the arm of her chair. 
Marray, in alarm, flew to the bell ; but over- 
coming, with a mighty effort, that deadly 
inclination to swoon, she lifted up her head, 
acd half raised her hand, in a faint motion 
to stop him. 

“I want nothing ; it is over,” she said, 
tremulously, ‘‘ Sit down before me, and tell 
me all. The worst is over, and I can bear 
anything now.” 

“Ob, it was horrible! monstrous, out- 
mageous! thi tence !"-exclaimed Marray, 
with a burst of grief. ‘I never 
dreamed for an instant—never did—that she 
would be condemned. Ob, curse that Vaug- 

an! Heaven's malediction rest on him, here 
and hereafter!” he hissed through his 
clenched teeth. 

“* Tell we all! Oh, tell me all!” said Mrs. 
M'Calmont, trying to steady ber trembling 
Voice, 

‘I wish I could! I came for that pur- 
med. bat I am going mad, I think,” said 

array, throwing himself into « chair with 
Something like a howl of mingled rage and 


me before I go 
t, b ing as 





| hear everything. O 


impatient, they saw the making its 
way slowly mass of that 
and crow the streets, unable to ob- 


one was on tip-toe with —— to 
ane prisoner, the fame of w wealth 


to some sone ot 
other, the people had to wait a good w ; 
¥ clamorous and 
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and beanty, and the strange oi 
attending her arrest, had been 
whole country round. 


blazoned the 
It was with the 


reatest difficulty that a y could be 
through the crowd as she entered, 
dressed in deepest black, veiled, and 





“* * Not guilty!’ 

= eeane Se ane i mo teins yon Ge 
Attorney-General’s speech. You'll see it all 
in the papers, if you have any curiosity on 
the subject. All I need say ia, that it seemed 
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arguments in a cool, con- 


set aside all P.'s 
t t that carried conviction to 





to destroy every favorable imp: 
on the minds of the jury by the youth, 
beauty, and sex of > ey - He spoke 
of the pain it gave him to be obliged to 
make this charge inst a woman whose 
ng “pp = be naw had alread 
made a deep impression on the minds of 
reacnt; but he trusted the gentlemen of the 
ury would not allow themselves to be car- 
away by their feelings, for that ‘ap. 
pearances were often deceitful;’ and he 
made a long p ble about d wear- 
ing the forms of angels of light, and of the 
crimes other women, gentle and loving be- 
fore, had been indu to commit in sudden 
xysms of fealousy—as this crime had 
eon—as he was prepared to prove. 

**He spoke of many cases of women— 
some of which had come under his own im- 
mediate knowl —of women stabbing 
themselves, their lovers, their rivals, in fits 
of jealous passion. He spoke of the well- 
known jealous vindictiveness that had ever 
characterized the race from which the inte- 
resting prisoner at the bar had sprang, and 
that he would soon show that she had been 
even noted—ever'since childhood —for these 
same faults, Then he drew a pathetic pic- 
ture of the victim—her youth, ae gentle- 
D her trusting simplicity—until every 
ar it was sob! o if her heart 
would break. But when he concluded by 
saying that the murdered girl was the wife 
of the prisoner's loyer—married to him in 
secret, as he would shortly prove—a thrill 
rap h every heart.” 

** Hia wife?” exclaimed Mrs. M'Calmont, 
looking up in dismay gnd incredulity. 

* You, . M'Calmont, his wife; and she 
was, too,” said Marray, sorrowfully, ‘‘ When 
Herbert Clinton—who all this ) mewn had 4 + 
standing motionless, his hat drawn over hi 
brow—heard the words, he started, reeled, 
and turned as deadly white as if he had re- 
ceived a -shot through the heart. He- 
lena li her wild, black ry and reading 
in that look, that action, truth of the 
words, with a long, low ory, dro her 
face in ber hands, with such a look of utter 
despair, that every heart stood still. Cap- 
tain Macdonald sprang up as if some one 
had speared him, and would have throttled 

Clinton on the spot, I firmly ve, if a 

had not interfered, and held him 


‘*The first witness called was an old 
Methodist minister, who deposed on oath, 
that he‘had married Herbert Clinton—whom 
he promptly identified —to a young girl called 
Jonni , about a year snd a-half 

reviously, as nearly as he could then reool- 
foot. They were married without attend- 
ants; and the bride seemed very much 
frightened. He concluded by giving a de- 
scription of her—which y tallied with 
that of little Jessie. 

** Mra. Ben was then called, and affirmed 
that on the night in question, Jessie had 
gone to Craig's End with Clinton, and when 
they ret late at ht, she found her 
niece lying senseless in his arms, which cir- 

st he ted for by some plaus- 
ible reason she had now for 0. heing 
cross-examined, she affirmed that the de- 
coased the young man Clinton were al- 
ways r, after the prisoner left the 
island; and she, Mrs. Ben, not liking their 
intimacy, hdd endeavored to put a stop to it, 
bat in vain. 

** She could not swear itively that her 
niece and Miss Macdonald were bad friends; 
but she did not think they were on good 
terms, and her ey oy reason for ending 
the intimacy between the deceased and Mr. 
Clinton had been the fear of the prisoner's 
anger, which she knew, when excited, was 


int oti 














morning ghe found her gone, and the house- 
door Sah which had never hap- 
pened before. That she had no suspicion of 
the truth, until Miss Macdonald came in, and 
told her her niece was murdered. That 
thereupon they had gone down to the beach 
together, and she had identified a handker- 
chief belonging to her niece, marked with 
her name, deeply clotted with blood. That 
the prisoner, who had never hitherto ap- 
peared to care for Jessie, seemed deeply, 
almost wildly, agitated that morning, which 
| had surprised ber (the witness) not a little at 
| the time. 

**Mrs. Ben was then dismiased, and Cap- 
tain Macdonald was called to take his stand. 
A low murmur of sympathy ran around as 

they observed his pale and ard face, 
| and all listened with breathless interest to 
| the testimony be reluctantly gave. He said 
that on the evening of the murder, being on 
the island, Jessie bad approached him and 
given him a note, which she directed him to 
| give his sister. That he had done so, and 
that Helena had appeared violently agitated 
upon receiving it, and impetuously insisted? 
upon to the island that night. That 
be urged ber not to go; but abe had in- 








spectators. And then the 
judge arose to sum up the evidence, and 
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by 
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ame Ge dues 
waiting to convey ber to Craigs End. 
Bome time before evening they reached 
the town—now so crowded with strangers 
that it would have been impossible to have 
secured lodgings, had not ( mM 
donald given ap his 
Mre. M'Calmont while 


7 





the 
The meeting was a very sad and « very 
silent one, Mra. M'Calmont pressed the 
he extended with ity and warmest 
pathy in her own; bat said nothing. 
Her eilence was more eloquent than words. 
At last - 
** When did you see Helena?” she asked. 
** Not since the day of the trial,” he an- 


swered, moodily. 

** No,” she exclaimed, in surprise. ** Why, 
how is that?” 

**Bhe would not see me; she would not 
see any one. I Attended her to her cell, and 
there she bade me go—she would be alone. 
She insisted on it; she would not even see 
Mr. M'Calmont. I left her, and went the 
next day, and the nert, and the next; bat 
still the same answer was returned she 
would see no one. From the moment she 
had left the court-house she had thrown her- 
self upon her bed, and she would not touch 
the food they offered her; she would not 
speak one word, only repeating that per- 
emptory demand to be alone.” 

“3 And Mr. Clin- 


fay poor Helena! 
ton, where is he?” 

“I know not. When he heard the sen- 
tence of the court, he sprang on his horse, 
and dashed away like a madman. May 
Heaven's heaviest ven oe light on him 
and that black- traitor, Vaughan ; 
for between them they have brought her to 
this!" 
And in Macdonald's face grew abeo- 
lately livid with the storm of passion that 
swept across it. 

*“*My dear boy, hash! We must forgive 
our enemies, you know, if we expect to be 


‘iven." 
ain Forgive them! Yes! If I meet either 
of them, I'll send them to another world, 
with a ballet through their brains, in search 
of forgivetiess!" he fleroely replied. 


“Oh, Maloolm! Do not say such dread. 
ful things! You do not mean it, I know; 
bat it is w , nevertheless.” 

He onl ied with a amile—but such a 


smile! rs. M'Calmont turned away with 
* —s F | . 





yy jury. In his mind there d 
not faintest shadow of a doubt as to the 


guilt of the r. I cannot remember 
what he said; but I know, despite his grey 
hairs, I felt a demoniacal desire to knoc 
him down all the time he was speaking. 
Then the jury started to deliberate; and 
daring their brief at the sil of 
death reigned in that crowded coust-room. 
Every eye was bent upon Helena; bat after 
hearing of Herbert's marriage, she never 
lifted her head. It was as if the heaviest 
blow that could possibly befall her had 
passed, and life or death mattered nothing 
to her now. 

**The jury were not absent ten minutes 
ere they returned. This sudden entrance 
was ominous; but their grave, stern faces 
were more ominous still. I had to grasp the 
arm of a man beside whom I stood; for I 
felt myself trembling in every limb. The 
f rose lt ly with the others, 
and every breath seemed suspended. 
***Gentlemen of the jury, are you agreed 
upon your verdict?’ asked the clerk of ar- 
raigna. 

*** We are,’ Pp ded the f 

“*How say you, gentlemen? Do yo 
find the prisoner at the bar ty or not 
guilty of the orime with which she is 
charged /’ 











*** (luilty /' wan the awfal response. 

‘“*At that word there arose a cry that 
thrilled through every heart; and Herbert 
Clinton, like a man of a demon, 
fled from the house, while the appalled 
crowd fell back im turn before him. A 
dreadful silence followed; and then the 
jadge arose, and in e& voice that trembled in 
spite of himself, said 

*** Prisoner, arise, and receive the sen- 
tence of the law.’ 

“Every breath was suspended, every 
voice was hushed, but the prisoner neither 
moved nor stirred. She seemed frozen into 
the attitude in which she had fallen at the 
news of Herbert Clinton's perfidy. 

**Mr. M'Calmont, who was standing near, 
with a face pale with deepest pity, touched 
her on the shoulder, and said, in a faltering 
voice — 

*** Helena, my dearest girl, arise; let me 





assist you. 

**He took her arm and supported her to 
her feet; t ut when she lifted her head all be- 
held a fece #0 cold, so white, so rigid, with 
such frozen eyes and colorless lips, such an 
awful look of woman's deepest woe, that 
every face grew pale, and every eye biinded 
with tears. As for me, I felt as if I were 
going mad. I heard the judge saying some- 
ee save my soul | id not what, 
until the last awful words met my ear— 

** * Prisoner, the sentence of court is, 
that you be taken henos to the prison from 
whi you came, and from thence to the 
place of execution, and that you there be 
bao, by the neck until you are dead.’ 

**T could listen no longer. How I burst 
from the crowd I know not, bat I reached 
the open air, frantic, almost maddened. The 
crewd poured out after me, and presently 
the prisoner appeared between your bus 
band, her brother, and the shoriff. 

“I saw no one but Helena. Her face 
wore the same fixed, stony look it had done 
when she arose-——not a muscle had quivered. 
It was evident she heard not, cared not for 





extremely violent. That on the night of the 
murder the had 

spirits, and complaining of a headache, had 
retired early. t when she awoke in the | 


| 


the awful doom about to befall her. 
through the crowd like a madman until | 
stood before her. 
*** Helena—Helepa!” I cried out. 
“*Bomething in my tone arrested her, and 
she looked vacantly at me. She passed her 


appeared out of | hand across her forehead, as if to clear amy 


& mist; and then said, in’ 
tone— — 

*“*Ah, Mr. Marray—I have a reqnest to 
make of you. 

*** What is it?’ I asked, scarcely able to 


a low, dreamy 


> Alasten tomy dear friend, Mra. Mal 
mont, and tell her what has happened; but 


tell her not to be sorry for me, for it is | 


better as it in. 

me away.’ 
“She said all this in « strange, weary 

tone, like one that is bewildered. I saw 


Malcolm, I am tired: take 


them help her into the coach, saw it driven | 


away; aud then I went to the hotel, feeling 
~well it's no use trying now te tell you how 

I felt. Long before daylight this morning | 

started to come here —and that is all. 


CHAPTER XXXL. 

There was a long pause. Then Mrs. 
M Calmont raised her head, and asked 

** When do you return to Craig's Ead? 

“I cannot go before to-murfow.; 
horse is unfit for the journey.” 

* Then I will accompany you.” 

* Bat 7, dear madam —’ 

‘Mr. Murray, not a word. I will go! 

She spoke in » tone there was no disobey. 


I broke | 


‘To-morrow I will visit the prison. I 
feel sure Helena will receive me.” 
**T hope so; but there ia no telling. 
oan make the effort nevertheless.” 
** You will accompany me ’" 
“Oh, certainly! And, as you look fa- 
tigued now, I will leave you to seek the ne- 
censary repose. Cood-night.” 
He wan gone, with the same dark, rigid 
look on his face that made Mra. M'Calmont's 
heart ache; and she sought her couch with 
a mind deeply distarbed by the thought of 
to-morrow’'s interview 

Next day, immediately after ber slender 
breakfast, Captain Macdonald made his ap- 
yoarance in her room. As the prison was 
vut a short distance from the hotel, they 
wore to walk; and drawing her arm within 
his own, Captain Macdonald set out. 
The streets were already crowded with 
people, drawn hither by the news of the 
great trial, and determined to wait now to 
see the execution. (Croups were assembled 
in every corner discussing in low tones the 
expected event, and the murder. Every eye 
was bent on ( n Macdonald as he ¢ ; 
some knowing him to be the brother of the 
condemned, others supposing him to be her 
false lover, and the elderly lady on his arm 
her mother. 
These insolent stares were met by such 
fixed, fierce glances on the part of the young 
man, that every eye fell, and every one 
shrank back to let him pass. 
They reached the prison, and were admit- 
ted by the warden, who klaqoed at Captain 
M A, la in the A, p e % - 
**We wish to be admitted to my sister'« 
cell, Mr. Ritson,” said Captain Macdonald. 


You 





** You, air; bat if | - please, sir 
** There, there! know what you would 
say,” impatiently interrupted the young 


man; “‘ but my sister will receive this lady. 
Lead on, sir.” 
With a deep sigh of compassion, the old 
man obeyed ; and they followed him through 
a long, | nape hall, until they reached a 
door, before which the warden paused. 
Fambling among a large bunch of keys, 
rod one which unlocked the dvor ; 
and stepping back, he flung it open, and 
ai shed te hen to pasa in. : 
did so, and paused on the threshold. 
For there before them was a sight that 
struck them dumb—that sent the life-blood 
eurdling in horror to their hearts! 
Crouching in « corner, and glaring apen 
them with her wild, vacant black eyes, every 
trace of color faded from her face, leaving 
even the beantifal lips blue and livid, her 
long black hair streaming wildly down her 
back, her hands held out as if to keep them 
off, de sat. Well might they stare, while 
the v life-blood froze in their hearts; 
Helena Macdonald, the bride of a moment, 
alone in her prison-cell, had gone mad. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

Loathing the sunlight, hating himself, 
frantic, maddened, Herbert Clintun fled 
from the court-bonse, with the terrific words 
of the judge searing his heart, burning his 
brain, scathing his memory, ringing in his 
| ears like the awful tramp of the mighty 
arc 

Whither he went, what became of him, 
he cared not, knew not. Driving bis spurs 





“IT have ridden my borse until, as you 

_e he is unable to any further 

be remain here for night?” he asked, 
abraptly. 

The sound ef bis voice brought a man to 
the door, amoking a short black pipe. 

** What is it?” he asked . 

“This man wants to know if bis beastie 
oan stay here to-night and be took care of,” 
etplained the led. 

* Aye, aye,” empentes the man, heartily ; 
“and you, too, sir, if youll honor us with 
pum aes, Jamie, take the gentleman's 

of to the barn. Walk in, sir--walk 
im. You look quite as near used up your. 
self, an your beast does, Walk in, and sit 
down.” 


A his hospitality with a brief nod, 
Herbe téllowed him into « clean 
looking room, where a woman sat knitting, 
and two girls sat sewing. 

The my ~ of the es 
ep and dropped him a cartsey, ) 
Sa presented him with a r. Her. 
bert removed bis hat from his hot and throb. 
bing brow, and shook back his long, dark, 
clustering looks, while the girls glanced at 
him askance, with looks of m admira- 

at his wild and ited looks. 


**Come from the town, I ?” mid 
host, drawing a chair opposite Herbert's, 


on the aly, ly ne noth- 
ing about it. I'd like to get my hands on 
him, and re him » good horse whipping. A 
— woulda'’t hurt him a bit more 


for Herbert Clinton, bu 
ita, was dead to all the world around. 
“Yea, there's a great crowd going to 
town,” resumed the old man, thoughtfully, 
an a light van filled with rattle past ; 
** bat it's nothing to will go to see her 
hung. I'll go to see that myself, and I'll 
women and the girls, too. I've been 
prom them a treat time. Hup- 


long 

pose youll be there, too?" he added, deter. 
mined to get an answer by some means. 

Bat still hin at gqnest maintained his 
moody silenos, and old man gave up the 
effort in despair, and turned the tide of his 
eloquence on Jamie, who entered at this 
moment, in numberless inquiries concern. 
ing the atate of the gentleman's horse. The 
girls looked at each other and giggled, and 
the old woman peored at him suspiciously 
over her « ’ 

A to supper was the first thin 
that roased him from his revery ; bat with 
a head giddy, a brain throbbing with inten- 
sity of tumultuous thought, the very sight 
of food waa loathsome to him. Kising to 
his feet, and standing with difficulty, owing 
to his atranye dizziness, he said 
“As you kindly invited me to remain all 
night, may I ask to be shown to my room ? 
I< 
reti 





not feel quite well, and I think I will 


re. 
The old woman gave her husband « warn- 
ing glance, that revealed plainer than words 
the rof having so suspicions a guest 
in the ‘teens but the ‘good lazy soul,” 
totally regardless of it in his hospitality, ex- 
claimed - 
** You, yea, sir; but won't you take some. 
thing first? Mary's tea and marmalade, or 
scones, are first rate, or a oo of toddy? 
Do sit down, sir, and take a little snack.” 
“Not ony, thank you,” said Herbert, 
faintly, as his headache w more intense. 
** I wish to retire imm oe 
** Oh, very well, then,” aid the old man; 
adding, in « distinct whisper, ‘‘ Gals, you'N 
have to give your room up to the gentleman. 
This way, sir, if you - 
Herbert followed his hospitable guide up 
a flight of intensely rickety stairs, into o 
« and scantily. furnished little bed-room, 
bung round with feminine articles of apparel, 
and containing a comfortable bed. 
**T hope you'll sleep well, sir,” said bis 
host, as he ushered him in. ‘It's a poor 
place for the like of you, but it's the best 
we've got.” 
** It's all I could wish,” said Herbert, who 





























proper care it m be warded of. 
Queralons as good lady of the house 
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He saw not, heeded not the coming storm ; 
bat one idea filled heart and brain—that of 
escaping, of flying far away, of never again 
beholding the 

Night was at hand, bearing in ite dark 
lowering face the storm that all 
been threatening. An ve 
a burning heat filled the air, and the 
trees creaked, groaned, and toased their 
long, weird arma with a dieary, moanin 
noise, as though in pain. A hot, = wind 
lifted at intervals the heavy dark hair off his 
burning brow, bat without ovoling it. 
rustled the 
shower aroun 
he would hardly have heeded 
maddest burricane in that moment. 

He had reached the forest, and now, his 
oourse bt ing, ity, 
he could look around him, and note the 
change of weather. Hy the last sickly light 
of the dying day he saw a tempest was at 
hand, and he hailed it with a sort of mad 
exultation, to think that nature, convulsed 
by the storm, would be so much more in 
unison with the storm raging within his own 
breast. 

He gave the frowning face of the aky bat 
one momentary glance, for another, and far 
more terrible sight was ever before his 
Seneeees cose. It was the form--the beau- 
tiful form, of his worshipped Helena, o—e 
ing between Heaven and earth, convulsed in 
the agony of that horrible death, exposed to 
the gaze, to the shouts and derision of the 
mob, her lovely face darkened and oon valsed 
antil death would mercifally put an end to 
her tortures. 

The awful vision seemed driving him mad. 
With something like the shriek of a maniac, 
he struck the animal he bestrode a furious 
blow to drive him on. The horse bounded 
madly on for a few paces; but at that mo- 
ment a vivid sheet of lightning blazed acrona 
their , and he suddenly stopped, reared 
hi f almost upright, and with a oud 
snort of fear, turned and fled. 

Faint from recent illness, Herbert lost his 
seat, and was hurled, wounded and bleeding 
to the earth. 

And row, alone, nded and helpless, in 


if 











could not have told for the life of him | 
whether it was sumpt ly furniahed or 
otherwise. 

And then, returning his host's good-night, 
he threw himself on the bed, re strove to 
forget in sleep the dull, heavy aching of his 
head and heart. 

** A queer chap, that,” said the old man, 
as he slowly plodded his way down-stairs 
** Looks as if he had seen souse trouble late- 
ly. Well, this world is full of trouble, 
nothing but trouble for rich and poor alike, 
and always will be so to the end, I do be- | 
lieve.” 

And with this hopefal and encou ng 
view of the world in general, he ope the 
door, and entered io Gennes of hia family. 

** Well, now, Kob,” exclaimed his spouse, 
in @ voice more remarkable for shrillness 
than sweetness, ‘wonder at your harbor 
ing every highwayman and sulky stranger 
you don't know nothing about in this way 
How do you know we won't get our throats 
eut in cold blood afore morning, with that 
there dark-looking, silent man in the house? 








into bis horse's flanks, antil the maddened 
beant fairly flew over the ground, he fled on, | 
and on, and on, with heart on fire, his head 
lie a whirl—feeling as though a wheel of | 
flame were crashing through it knowing, | 
| feeling conscious of but one thing—that | 
| Helena Waa condemned to die. And rough 
him—through his fault. That wae the | 
| thought that overwhelmed his soul in an. 

guish and despair. All his treachery, all hix 
| falsehood, all hia duplicity, was known to 
her now ; and, dying, she would loathe, hate, 
and despise him. He could have cursed 
| Lima If -be could have cursed earth, and 
| Heaven, and all mankind in that moment, 
while the tempest of agony, remorse, de 
spair, and anguish were raging in hia soul. 

@ And on, still on, be flew, unheeding the 
| passing bours—anheeding whither he went, | 
until his exhausted and panting borne fell 
helpless beneath him. 

Phat was the first thing that brought him 
to bis wenses. He sprang off the back of the 
foam-covered and trembling animal, and 
| Conscious that his headlong speed and fren- 
zied looks must excite distrast and susp! 
clon, he strove to calm himself, and lead his 

horse to the nearest inn. 

He lifted his head to look about him, and 

found he had nearly reached a large town 
| Asmisting bis horse to rise, he led him slow 

ly toward an unpretending little farmhouse 

that chanced to be near, aud knocked loudly 
| at the door. 

The summons was answered by « boy, 
who stared at Herbert with a look of blank 
dismay. 


| quietly sitting down at the table ; 


| trouble, 


How do you know but he's a robber / 


“I don't believe he's a robber,” said yb, 
* he don't 
look like that. Seema more like as if he had 
nome heavy tronble or othera weighing on his 
mind. Any way, you wouldn't have me turn 
away a tired man from the duor, would you, 
old woman?" 

** Well, if he weren't so saspicious-look- 
ing,” grambled the old woman. “* bat for to 
KY and «it there all the evening, and never 
speak one word, is a leetle too mach 

“People dont talk when they are in 
I tell you,” retorted her spouse 
* And now I think on't, perhaps he's some 
friend of other of that poor young las sie 
thats going to be hung Im sare, if he om, 
it's enough to make him be silent Fill wy 
cup, Mary 
“Hews very good-looking, any way, 


re 


| marked one of the girls, ** with the loveliest 
|of black eyes 


** And the sweetest curling hair 
other 

** And the whitest teeth 
added the first 

“No; but I saw his hands they were 
white as a lady's,” chimed in the second 

‘I dont believe he's a bad wan, either. 
he don't look like it,” said the first. 

**I declare to manay, if Mary ain't gone 
and fell in love with him exclaimed 
Jamie, with a chuckle. 

** Indeed, I have nut, 
with reddening cheeks 

“Weill, there, dont get a quarrelling 
about him,” broke in the mother. “* he 


said the 


did you nutice ? 


said Mary, angrily, 





| wrongs he ha 


| and 


| Vengeance against him. 





the vast old woods, the storm was apon him 
in ite might. 

It in said that, in the t that elap 
before some sudden and terrible death, all 
the events of our lives pass with the rapidi- 
ty of lightning through our minds. So waa 
it pow with Herbert Clinton. Ashe lay pros- 
trate, bleeding and helpless, all the yreat 
done, all he had made others 
suffer, arose befure him with a bitterness ex- 
ovedinyg that of death. Through him Jessie 
was wurdered;, through him Helena was 
now to die « felons ignominous death. 

The storm was each moment increasing, 
it howled, and shrieked, and tore 
through the trees, as though it had risen in 
© thought of that 
other night of storm and tempest, on whieh 
his loving, much-wronged child-wife had 
perished by the steel of the assassin. He 
thought of Helena, alone and doomed, wait 
ing for death in her prison-cell 

And then, with startling suddeness, flashed 
across his mind the strange vision that, 
years before, he had seen and scoffed at in 
@ far-off land. One by one, three visions 





had been realized; and sow only one the 
death on the seaffuld waa to come 
The night, the storm, the forest, the 


wounded man all were here. and now was 
death to come, and end all this mortal strife 
and close forever the dark drawa of his life 

While these thoughts were yet passing 
through his mind, asound «mote his ear that 
startled him from the deadly stapor into 
which he was fast falling. It was no erash of 
the storm, this, ne sound of wind and rein 
Siuely the trees, bat the sound of baman 
footsteps flying wildly through the storm. He 


strove to raise himself and ery ont, bat hia 
voice was lost in the wild uproar aroand, and 
he was about to fall back in despair, when 


the fugitive from the storm struck against 
him, and fell over bim on the ground 


The shock of the sudden COLCUSSION Dear- 
ly stunmed Herbert. bat the person who had 
fallen, uttering @ sharp ejaculation, was up 
ayein in an instant, aud bending over bm. 
By the light of the rapid flashes of lightning 


he bebeld a woman with dark, flowing bair, 


and wild, maniac eyes- the same startling 


vision he had twice before seen in Mac 
donald's Lale 

With a sbriek that pierced Ligh above the 
storm, she sprang up, and sped away 
through the woods with the speed of an 
arrow shot from a bow. The une xpected 
sight of this ucearthly looking visitant was 
too mach for nature, in her 


resent ex- 
hausted state, to bear; and telling heavily 
back, the dark night of insenasibility cloced 
around him 

TO BE CONTINUED. ) 
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The Man With the Nose. 
BY RHODA BROUGHTON 
fe ae eS SS ati 


I 
“Let es get © map, and sce what places 
book "oye 


eho 
“ for that,” reply I, “om @ map most 


“ 


1 obe 
De yor like the eeacide 1 aske Plise. 
beth, bi her little brown head and her 
email, happy. white feoe from the Rogtish 
whieh her forefinger i 
slowly travelling 
“Hines you ask me, distinctly Vo y 
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ul 
I have got over t we have both 
| it tolerably, bet, after 


| woman, who, with « boequet to cocupy ber 

| bends, and « yell to gently shroud ber = 
y passive. I brows were one 
alluding, | need y my, to the re hie fece; and under them his eyes burned bat 


yea, need mbrely be 


| merriment 


over Hee, | am ae grave as « jadge.” 

oreditel “It wae very prominent, she in | 

moch severer ost for s man than & 68 sort of awestruck half whisper, “‘and very whisper as her senses come slowly back 

; the postrile were very ‘lle is somewhere sbout—scomewhere near 
A little pause. ** His eye. I feel that he ie!” 

bleck lime across * My dearest child, there t¢ no one bere 





oat out.” 


“what kind of nose was it? strong shudder makes her quiver from bead 


to foot. 


‘orfie and me,” I anewer soothingly 


| ligious ceremony of marriage, which I flatter like dall evals of fire, that shone, and yet ‘Look for yourself. Bee! 
myself I have gone through with « etif did not shise; they looked like dead eyes, 


nema not anworthy of my coustry 
It te @ three-days old event now, and 
ce need te» te one another 
— | Piizabeth takes off her ring 
twenty times « day to sdmire ite bright 
thickness stall when abe bears her 
self called ** Madame” Three days ago we 
| kissed all our friends, and left them tw 
make themecives ill on our cake, and criti 
cise oar bridal behavior, and pow we are at 
Hrueeels, she and I, feeling oddly, joyfully 
free from any chaperone, We have been 
mildly sight seeing very mildly, most people 
would say, bat we have resolved nut to take 


eanken, balf-extinguished, and yet sinis 


I take one of the candles, and light up 
esck corner of the room in seccesston. 





ler “You saw him!” she says ia trembling 

** And what did he do?” ask I, impressed, harry, sitting up, and ing ber hands 

despite m Se oe B u est togeth “I know you did. I peinted him 

news, “ Wien you Gret see bim ?” | out Po you cannet say that it was « 
ie tam 


“1 was asleep,” she said; “at least, | 
Sens and suddenly | opened my eyes, 
and be was there ee with 


trembling finger, —** between window 
and the bed 

‘ What was be doing? Was he walking 
about?” 


‘He was standing as still as stone -I 
never saw any live thing so still looking at 


1, for onee ventaring to herve « dectled -, pleasure with the railway speed of me, he never called, nur beckoned, nor 


opiates of my own, which, pane the leat 
fee weeks of im) ecility, I can be hardly 
said to have had. “I broke my last wooden 
apede Sve and twenty yearsage =I have tnt 
8 poor opinion of cockles sandy, red nose 
things, are they not! and the air always 
makes me tilwus 
“Thea we certainly will not go there, 

says Mlivebeth, laughing A baltome bride 
groom | elliterative, bat herritle’ None of 


Americans, or the hasty sadness of our 
fellow Hritena Slowly and gayly we have 
heen taking vars, To dey we have been to 
vieit Wiertz« pictures, Have you ever seen 
them, oh, ra@@der? They are known te com 
paratively few people, but if you have « 
taste for the unearthly terrible, if you wish 
t) «ap fall of horrors, hasten thither We 
have been peering throngh the appointed 
seep hole at the horrible cholera picture 


moved a Ginger, bat his eyes commanded me 
te come to his as the eyes of the meamer 
iser at Pewrith did Khe stops, breathin 
heavily, I can bear her hearts loud an 
rapid beats 


| dream «.” 


“1 aaw two or three ordinarytooking men | letter, telling me every single thing that you It was closed, but 


as we drove ." | anewer in « common- 
place, matter-of-fact tone. ‘I did not no- 
toe anything remarkable about any of them. 
| You know, the fact is, darling, that you 
have had nothing to eat all day — nothing but 
a biscuit; and you are overwrought, and 
—_ things.” 

* Fancy'” echoes she with strong irrite- 
tion. “How you talk! Was l ever one to 
fancy things? I tell you, that, as sure as I 

| sit bere, —as sure as you stand there, —I saw 
him-/im—the man I saw in my dream, if 
it was a dream. There was not a hairs 


“ Where ic be?” she says in « terrified | as if-—" 


fish and unreasonable ; but I feel as if your 
| going now would be the end of all things; 
Bhe breaks off suddenly. 

** My child,” say I, thofoughly distressed, 
| bat still determined to have my own way, 
| ** you talk as if I were going forever-and-s- 
day. In a week, at the outside, I shall be 
| beck; and then you will thank me for the 
very thing for which you now me 80 
hard and disobliging. 

{| “Shall I?” she answers mournfally. 
| ** Well, I =.” 

** You will not be alone, either: you will 
have Morris.” 

| ** Yea.” 

| “ And every day you will write me a long 


| do, say and think ?’ 
| “ Yea.” 
She answers me gently and obediently ; 
but [oan see that she is still utterly unrecon- 
ciled to the idea of my absence. : 
**What is it that you are afraid of?” [ 
ask, becoming rather irritated. ‘* What do 
you supp will happen to you’” 
She does not answer: only a large tear 
| falis on my hand, which she hastily wipes 
away with her pocket-bandkerchief, as if 
| afraid of exciting my wrath. 
| ‘Can you give me any good reason why I 





“And you?’ I say, pressing ber more | breadth of difference between them ; and be | s/vu/d stay?" I ask, dictatorially. 


closely to my side, and smoothing her 
trenbled hair 

"1 hated it'” she cries, excitedly, ‘I 
loathed it abhorred it! I was ice-cold with 


| was looking at me, looking 
| Mhe breaks off into hysterical sobbing 
** My dear child,” aay 1, thoroughly alarm- 


ed, and yet half angry, “‘for God's sake do | 


oar friends show the least eagerness to lend tb en buried alive by mistake, pushing op fearand horror, bat I felt myself going © | not work yourself up into a fever! Wait 


ne their orantry boense 

Oh, thet God weoald pat it inte the hearts 
of men to tebe their eives etraight home, as 
their fathers did) say I, with a oruse groan 


* It te ewrdent, therefore, that we muaet gu | 


somewhere,” retarne she, not heeding the 
aspiration contained in my last speech, 
making her forefinger resume ite employ 
ment, and reaching Torjaay 

 Lenppose wo, say], with « sort of sigh 
* for ence in oar lives ee must resign oor 
elves te having the fager of derision point 
od at as lie waiters ant laudlonds 

You ehall leave your pew portmantean 
at home, and TE qill leave al! my beet clothes 
and nolwdy will guess that we are bride and 
bridewrown they will think that we have 
been married oh ever since the world 
leeg ats vere wick 

I shake my bead With an old) pert 
mantesa and im rags we shall till have the 
mark of the beast apern ae 

“De you mind mach! do vou hate being 
ridiculous asks bligelboth, meekly, rather 
depressed by my view of the : 
cause, if eo, let as go somewhere out of Uy 
way, where there will be very fow people to 
leugh at ae 

"(in the contrary, return I, stoutly, we 
will betake ourselves ty some apot where 
each as we do ehiefly congreyate where we 
shall be swallowed up and lost in the malti 
tale of oar fellow sinners A peuse de 
voted to reflection "What do you say to 
Aillerney ' aay 1, cheerfally 

There are « great many fleas there, | 
believe, repliee Elizabeth, slowly Plea 
bites make large lumps on me You would 
net lhe me if | were covered with large 
lamps 

At the bide vue ideal pictare thas present 
ed ty me by my little beloved L relapaed 
inte inarticulate idiocy. emerging from 
which by end by, | eageeet, The Lakes 
My arm te roned ber, and T feel her supple 
body shiver, theagh tt te mid Jaly, and the 
bees are buovmiog alont in the etill and 
sleepy noon garden ontaniea 

“th ne, me! mot flere 

“Why each emphane?’ 1 ask, gavly 
“more fleas At this rate, and with this | 


pening: her eves 


ease, ‘be 


ane ge) nen, our choice will grow limited 
Pomething dreadful happened te me 
there she says, with another shudder 


* Dat indeed I did net think there wae any 
harm init) never thought anything would 
come of it 

"Wheat the dewil wae it? ery I, in a 
jealous heatand hurry) °° What the mischief 
dei you do! and why bave not you told me 
aboat it before ' 

1 did not de mock,” she anawere, meekly 
seeking for my band, and, when foand, hiss 
ing Ht to timid deprecation of my wrath 
“bet To @ae tll very ol, there 1 had 
nervous fever I was in a bel bang with 
ehiats, with a ret an l green fernleaf pat 
tern on it) oT have ele ve hated red and 
green fern leaf chintres ever since” 

“1t would be pasestide to avoid the of 
meatons bed, would mot th” aay 1, langhing 
@ litte “Where does it te’ Winder 
mere’ Ueewater!’ Wastwater’ Where 

" We were at | ileewater, she saya, apeak 
jog rapidly, ehile a het color growe on her 
ewall, white cheeks “pape, macima. and 
1. and there came «a mewmertzer to Penrith, 
aud @e went ty: see bia evervhods did 
end he asked leave to meamerizve me he 
aad | should be euch « gerd mediam and 

avd i did not keow what it was like 1 
thought tt euuld be quite good fan and 
aude | let him 

Bhe ts tremtding e¢ 1 ceeding!y even the 
loving pressure of my arms cannot abate 
Ler shivering 

"Well 

Aud after that I do not remember any 
thing I believe I did all sorte of extraor 
dimary things that be told me,--eang and 
danced, and made «a fal of myeelf but 
when 1 came bome Iwas very Ul, very ! 
lay in bed for five whole weeks and and was 
o@ my head and said old aod wicked things 
that yoo @uald not hewe eipected me to aay 
That dreadful t« shall L ewer forget it’ 

** We will sof gu to the Lakew” Taay, de 
ewvely ‘“eud ee will not talk any more 
about meemerian ; 

Theat te right, she save, with « sigh of 
relief ° 1 try to think abwat it ef little as 
poesstide bat exmetimes im the dead Mack 
of the night, when God seeme a ling way 
of, and the devil near, it comes back to me 
@ strong!y I feel de not you know! as 
if he were flere somewhere in the room, 
and | meet get up and follow him.” 

© Why should not we go abroad!" suggest 
1, ebraptiy tarming the oonversation 

“ Why, indeed! ories Plisaheth, recover 
img her qr. while her pretty Mae evee 
begin to o- * How stayed of as not to 
have thoaght of it before only ahead te @ 
bag word = hal abroad ' 

“We must be content with something 
short of Central Africa,” | eav wravely, “ax 
i think oar bundred end Afty poands would 
hardly take ws that far ~ 

* Wherever we go, we most buy a dis 
logue book,” saggests my little bride elect 
‘aud | will leara some phrases before we 
start 

“As for that, the Anglo Saron tongne 
takes one pretty well round the world, re 
ply 1 with « feeling of complacent Brith 
ewagger, putting my bands in my breeches 


“De vou fancy the Khine ’” save Elias 
beth with « rather timid suggestion “1 
Know Ut ws the fashion to ran it down now o 
days, and caii it « cocktail river, bat bat, 
after all, Mt cannet be ao ery con temptitie, 
er Byron could pot have sail such noble 


Prve ne * ani @'nding Rhine 
Whee bewert of re hove! +» ewedio 
Beie@wn be banas « 


mar Ue Vine, 


say I, spouting “After all, thet proves 
for iyron could have made « silk 


. oe 
we the cantoary, if will Lo admirably t 
river, and i not care who 
© rerly @.tb (!'"teral posit ive- 
should te able to may 


ore, end vot from 
it be, by all moara” 


the bid of hie coffin, and stretching a ghastly 
face and livid hands oat of hin winding 


sheet toward you, while awfal gray blae | 


coffiue are piled arvand, and neisome toads 
end giant spiders crawl damply abeat On 
first seeing it, T have reproached myself for 
bringing one of so bervens « temperament 
as Plivabeth to see so bannting and hideous 


arpectacte bat she is leas impressed than 
I expected less impressed than I myself 
ar 

* tHe te were lucky to be alle to get hie lid 

, she save with a half langh ad 
ehoald Gad # bard work to baret oar braw 
neile, should not we When son bary me 
lear, fasten me duwn very slightly, in case 
Mere may be some mistake 

And now, all the long and qutet July 
evening, we have been prowling together 
aloat the streets Iiraseela in the town of 
towns for Minering have been fattening 


our hoses against the oh op windows, and 
making each other imaginary presents 


him 
Yea! 

* Aud then I shrieked out to you, and you 
came ranning, and caught fast hold of me, 
and held me tight at first quite tight. bat 
presently | felt your bold slacken — slacken 
and though I longed to stay with you, though 
I was mad with fright, yet I felt myself pul 
ling strongly away from you —-going to him 
aud he be stood there, always looking 
looking, and then I gave one last loud shriek, 
aud | suppose lawoke -and it wasa dream 

“I newer heard a clearer case of night 
mare, say | stoutly * That vile Wiertz' I 


should like to see his whole Musee¢ barned | 


by the hands of the hangman to-morrow 
She shakes her pead “It bad nothing to 
say to Wierts, What it meant 1 do not know 
brat 
| “Tt meant nothing,” | answered, re-as- 
j suringly “exoopt that, for the fature, we 


will go and see none bat good and pleasant | 


sights, and steer clear of charnel-house 


Plizaleth has not confined herself to imag | fancies 


she has made me buy her 
“in order to 


nation, however 
a little bonnet with feathers 
look married,” as «he saya and the rewnlt t« 
suoh a delicous piotare of a child playing at | 
being prowo ap, having practiaed! «a theft on | 
ite mothers wardrobe, that, for the last two 
hours, | have been in @ foolish eostasy of 
love and laughter over her and it 
at the ‘' Hellewne,” and have a fine suite of 
rooms, au premicr, evidently specially de 
voted to the English, to the gratification of 
whome well koown loyalty the Prince and) 
Irincess of Wales are simpering from the 
walls, Is there any one in the three king 
dows who knows his own face as well as he 
knows the faces of Albert Vietor and Alex 
The long evening has at last «hidden 
inte night wight far advanced night melt 
jog inte earliest day All Hrussels is asleep. | 
One moment ago | also was asleep, s andly 
as any log What is it that has made me 
take thin sudden, headlong plunge out of 
sleep into wakefulness! Who te it that ts 
clutching at and calling upon mel What is | 
it that is making me struggle mistily up | 
inte a sitting postare, and try te revive my 
sleep numbed senses’ A Bammer night ts 
never wholly dark, by the half light that 
steals Uirough the olused pormcnnes and open 
windows L see my wife standing beside my 
bed, the extremity of terror on her face, and 
her fogers digging themselves with painful 
tenacity tote my aru | 
Tighter, tighter 

“Whataere you Guaking of’ 
ting me go 

© Good Heavens!" say [rubbing my eyes, | 
while my maddy brain grows a trifle clearer 

What i it What has happened’ Have 
you bad a nightmare / 

ou wawhim, she seye with a sort of 











ahe in erving wildly 
You are let 


wobbling breathlessness, “you know you 
\ Vou saw hin as well asl | 
“Terv 1, meredaloasly, “not 1 Til] 


this seound, | have been fast asleep / saw 
tethiog 

* Vou did’ she eries, passionately, ‘You | 
know you did Why do you deny it?) You 
were as frightened asl 


‘As llive, | anewer, solemnly, l know 4 


no mere than the dead what you are talking 
' Till you woke me by calling me, and 
eatohing hald of me, Ll wasas sound asleep | 
as the seven sleepers 
Ie it possible thet it ean have been a 
freon” whe save with a long sigh, for amo 
went loosing my arm, and covering her face 
with her hands Bat no, m a dream | 
shoul have been somewhere else, bat | was 
here | on that bed, and he atood (Mer: 
pruntiog with her forefinger just Clere, 






She stops panting 
toe all that brate Wierts! aay lin a 
fury | woah | had been bared alive my 


Elizabeth i now in a position to decide 
whether the Khine is a cocktail river or to 
| for she is on it, and so am I. We are sitting 
with anu awning over our heads, and ged 


We are | wooden stools under our feet. Elizabeth has 


a small sailor's bat and blae ribbon on her 
head. lhe river breeze has blown it rather 
awry, has tangled her plenteous hair; has 
made a faint pink stain on her pale cheeks 
It is some foto day, and the boat ia crowded 
Tables, countless camp stools, volumes of 
black smoke, poaring from the fannel, as we 
steam along. ‘* Nothing to the Caledonian 
Canal!” ones a burly Scotchman in leggings, 
speaking with loud authority, and surveying | 
with an air of contempt the eternal vine 
clad slopes, that sound so well, and look so 
stwhy in reality, ‘* Cannot hold a candle to 
ut A rival bride and bridegroom opposite, 
silting together like love birds ander an am 
brella, looking into each other's eyes instead 
of at the Khine scenery 

* They might as well have stayed at home, 
might not they ’" says my wife with a little 
air of superiority, ‘‘ Come, we are not so 
bad as that, are we / 

A storm comes on; hailstones beat slant- 
wise, and reach us stone and sting us right 
under oar awning. Everybody rushes down 
below, and takes the gpportunity to feed 
ravenously. ‘There are few actions more dis- 
gusting than eating can be made. A hand- 
some girl close to us her immaturity evi- 
dence by the two long taila of black hair 
down her back is thrasting her knife half- 
way down her throat 

“Come on deck again,” ways Elizabeth, 
disgusted and frightened at this last sight. | 
* Toe hail was mach better than this!” 

Ro we return to our camp-stools, and ait | 
alone under ope mackintosh in the lashing | 
storm, with happy hearty and empty 
stomachs 

‘In not this better than any lancheon ’” | 
asks Elizabeth, triumphantly, while the rain- | 
| 
i 
! 
! 








drope hang on ber long and curled lashes. 
‘Infinitely better, reply 1, madly strag- 
gifug with the aalbrella to prevent its being 
blown inside out, and gallantly ignoring a 
species of gnawing sensation at my entrails, 
The squall clears off by and by, and we go 
steaming, steaming on past the unnumbered 
little villages by the waters edge, with 
church«pires and pointed roofs, past the 


| countless rocks, with their lite pert castles 


stif poplar rows, The charch bells are ring 


jug gayly as we go by. A nightingale is sing- 


bet ween the feot of it and the window ' | tug from a wood, The black eagle of l'russa 


| droeps op the stream behind us, swish swish 
through the dall green water. A fat woman 
who ts interested in it leans over the back of 


self before L had been fool enough to take | the boat, and, by some happy effect of erino- 


| 


you to see bis beastly dauhe 

* Laght a candle, she says in the same 
breathless way, her teeth chattering with 
| frigrtt “Let we make sure that he ia not 
| hidden somewhere in the nam 


“llow eonld he bel say 1, stmking a | 


mateh The door ta locked 

* He might have got in by the balcony,’ 

| abe anewers. ti!) trembling violently 

“He would have had to have out a very 
large bole tm the peracanes, say 1 half 
mookingly ‘See’ they are intact, and 
well fastened on the inside 

She sinks tote an arm chair, and pushes 
her loose, eoft hair from her white face 

* Tt wre a dream, then, I suppose 

She ts alent for a moment of two, while I 
bring ber « glass of qater, and throw « 
dressing gowo round ber oold and shrinking 
form 

* Now tell me, my little one,” 1 say coax 
ingly, sitting down at her feet, “what ut 
was it) what you thought you saw 

* Theug’t Laaw !” echoes she with indi 
nent emphasia, sitting upright, while ber 
etes sparkle fewershly “lam as certain 
that | saw him standing there as 1 am that I 
eee that candle burning that | see this chair 

hat | see you 

diem bat who ta ham ? 

She falle forward oo my peck, and baries 
her face in my shoulder. *' That -dreadfa! 
man’ abe says, while her whale txaly one 

oT 

“ What dreadful man 
ently 

She is aile it 

" Who was he 

“I do pot hoow 

* Did you ever see him before? 

“Ob, n> no, never’ I hope to God I 
may never see hin again ~ 

** What was he like! 

“Come closer to me,” she says, leaving 
hold of my band with ber smal! and eb ily 
fiagera, “* Stey guile near me, aud I will tell 
you" afler & paneer * be had a sem 

* My dear soul, ory 1, bursting oat with a 
load leagh in the silence of the night, © do 
bot most people have noses’ Woald not he 
have been mach more dreadfal if he had bad 

” 


ery 1, impeti 


Bal it was eccl a pose!” abe says, with 
perfect trem!ling gravity. 
“A bottle nose! suggest I, stl] cackling 
“Fo Heaven's eske, dont laagh! she 
says mp orvously “If you bad seen his face, 
wo dd have been a« little disposed to 
wl” 
Bat bis nose?” retern |, suppreasiag my 


line, displays to ber fellow-passengera two 
| yarde of thick white cotton legs. She ia, for 

j tunately for herself, unconscious of her | 
generosity. 

The day steals on; at every stopping- 
place were people come on. There is hardly 
elbow-room; and, what is worse, almost 

everybody is drunk. Kocks, castles, villages, | 
poplara, slide by; while the paddies chara | 
5 the water, and the evening draws 

Sing yon. At Bingen a« party of big blae 
*rusman soldiers, very drunk, ** glorious” | 
a Taw O'Shanter, come and establish them- 
selves close tous They oall for lager beer, 
talk at the tip-top of their strong voices ; 
two of them begin to spar, all seem in- | 
clined to sing. Hizabeth m frightened. We 
are two bours late im arriving at Kiebrioh. It 
is half an hour more before we can get our- 
selves and our laggave into « carnage, and 
set off along the winding road to Wiesbaden. 
* The — ws chilly, bat not dark There 
ts only a little shaboy bit of a moon; bat it 
shines as hard as itcan. Elizabeth i qaite 
worn out, her Ured head droops in aneasy 
sleep on my shoulder. Cuce she wakes up 
with «a start 

“Are you sure that it meant nothing!” 
she aska, looking me eagerly in my face 
* Do people often have such dreams !' 

* Qften, often,” I answer re-assuring|y. 

“1 am always afraid of falling cop 
now, she says, trying to sit uprgbt, and 
keep her heavy eyes open, ‘for fear of see- 
ing him standing there again’ Tell me, do 

' you think I shall? Is there any chance, any 
probability, of at ?° 

‘None, none '” 

We reach Wiesbaden at last, and drive ap 
to the Hotel des Quatre Saisons Hy thie 
time tt is fall midowght. Two or three mee 
are standing about the door Morr, the 
mail, bas got out. so bave |, and | am 
holding out my hand to Eizabeth, when | 
hear ber give one piercing scream, and see 
hef with ash-white face an! starting eyes 
point with her forefinger 

* There he is’ —there | -—there '” 

I look im the direction indicated, and just 
catch a glimpse of a tall figure, standing 
half in the low of the night, half wm the 

as-light from the hotel. | bave not time 

or more than one cursory glance, as 1 am 

interrupted by a cry from the bystanders, 
and, tarning quickly round, am just in time 
to catch my wife, who falls in utter insenai- 
bility into my arma We carry her 

room on the -fieor: it is small, noisy 

and bot; bat it is the nearest at hand =In 

about an hour she reopens her eyes. A 


| 
perched on the top of them, past the tall, | 
' 
| 
| 
| 


| till to-morrow, and we will find out who he 

in, and all about him: you yourself will 
laugh when we discover that he is some 
harmless bagman.’ 

**Why not now?" she says nervonaly. 
‘Why cannot you find oat now, — this mi- 
nute? 

‘Impossible! Everybody isin bed. Wait 
till morning, and all will be cleared ap.” 

The morrow comes, and I go abont the 
hotel, inquiring The house is so fall, and 


| the data I have to go upon ere so emall, that | 
for some time I have great ——- in | 
1 


making it understood to whom I am allac 
At length one waiter seems to comprehend. 


nounced and very peculiar nose? Yes 
there has been such a one, certainly, in the 


! hotel ; bat he left at grand matin this morn- | 
! 


ing ; he remained only one night.” 
| * And his name?” 
The garcen shakes hia head. ‘That is 
| anknown, monsieur: he did not inscribe it 
in the visitors’ book.” 
** What countryman was he?” 
Another shake of the head. ‘ He spoke 
German ; but it was with a foreign accent.” 
** Whither did he go?" 
That also is unknown. Nor can I arrive 
at any more facts about him, 





| have an 


IV 
A fortnight haa passed: we have been | 
hither and thither: now we are at Lucerne. | 
Peopled with better inhabitants, Lacerne 
might well do for Heaven. It is drawing | 
toward eventide; and Elizabeth and I are | 


| —. hand in hand, on a quiet bench under | 


sady linden-trees, on a high hill ap 
There ia nobody to see ns 
Up by 


the «i 
above the lake. 
bo we wit peaceably, hand in hand. 


with ita «mall and narrow windows, calou- 
lated to hinder the holy fathers from prome- 
nading curious eyes on the world, the flesh | 


‘the still and solemn monastery we clo: | 
| 


and the devil, tripping past them in blue 
ganze veils below us grass, and yreen trees, 
houses with high-pitched roofs, little dor- 
mer. windows, and shutters yet greener than 
the grass; below us the lake in its rippleless 
peace, calm, quiet, motionless as Kethesda’s 
pool before the coming of the troubling | 
anyel. | 

“1 said it was too good to last,” say I 
doggedly, *' did not 1, only yesterday? Per- | 
fect peace, perfect sympathy, perfect free- | 
dom from nagging worries ; when did such 
a state of things last more than two days ?” 

Elizabeth's eyes are idly fixed on a little 
steamer, with a stripe of red along its side, 
and a tiny paff of smoke from its funnel, 
Rliding along, and catting a narrow white 
track on Lacerne’s sleepy surface. 

* This is the fifth false alarm of the gout 
having gone to his stomach within the Inst 
two years,” continue I, resentfully. ‘I de- 
clare to Heaven, that if it has not really 
gone there this time, I'll cut the whole con- 
cern |" 

Let no one cast up their eyes in horror, 
imagining that it is my father to whom I[ 
am thus alluding: it is only a great-uncle by 
marriage, in consideration of whose wealth 
and vague promises I have dawdled pro- 
feasionless through tweuty-eiybt years of my 
life 

**You muat not go,” says Elizabeth, giv- 
ing my hand an imploring aqeeze. ** The 
man in the Bible said, ‘I have married a 
wife, and therefore I cannot come.” Why 
should it be a less valid excuse now- 
alays? 

“If L recollect rightly, it.was considered 
rather a poor one even then,” reply I, 
dryly 

Elizabeth is unable to contradict thja: she 
therefore only lifts two pouted lips ( Monsieur 
Taine objects to the redness of English wo- 
men's mouths, but I do not), to be kissed, 
and says, 

“ ¥. . 





I am good enough to comply with her an- 
spoken request, though I remain firm with 
regard to her spoken one. 

** My dearest child,” I say with an air of 
worldly experience and superior wisdom, 
** kisses are very good things —in fact, there | 
are fow better; but one cannot live upon | 
them.” 

** Let us try,” she says, coarzingly. | 

* 1 wonder which would get tired firet?” I | 
say, laughing. Bat she only goes on pleal- 
ing, 

“Stay, stay 

“How ean I atag?” I ory impatiently 
“you talk as if lL wanted t go! Do you 
think it is any pleasanter to me to leave you 
than to you to be left?’ Bat you know bis 
d tion, his rancorous resentment of fan- 
cied neglecta, Fur the sake of two days’ in- 
dulgence, must | throw away what will beep 
as in ease and plenty to the end of oar 
days?" 

** I do not care for plenty,” she says, with 
a little petulant gesture. ‘* 1 do not see that 
rich people are any happier than poor ones. 
Look at the St. Claires: they have forty thon- 
sand pound « year; and he is a miserable 
@oman, perfectly ble, b 
face gets red after dinner.” : 

* There will be no fear of our faces get- 

red after dinner," say 1 grimly ; ** for we 
1 have no dinner for them to get red 
after.” 

A pause. My eyes stray away to the 
mountains, Pilatus on the right, with his 
jaaged peak, and slender snow-chains about 
bis harsh neck ; hill after hill rising silent, 
eternal, like gu:riian spirits standing hand- 
in-hand around their child, the lake. As 1 
look, suddenly they have all flashed, as at 
some noblest thought. and over all their 
sullen faces streams an ineffable, rosy joy, a 
solemn and wonderful effalgence, such as 
Israel saw reflected from the featares of the 
Eternal in their prophets red eyes 
The unatterable peace and beauty 
of earth and sky seem to lie softly on 
my soul. ** Would God I could stay! woald 
trod all life could be like this!” I say de- 
voutly ; and the aspiration has the reverent 
earnestness of a prayer. 

“Why do you any, * Would God?” she 
cries, pitsionststy, * when it lies with your. 
self? Oh, my dear love'” (gently sliding 
her hand through my arm, and lifting wetly- 

eyes to my face.) “I do not 
know why I insist upon it so much—I can- 
not tell you myself—I dare say I seem sel- 





| My retarn is therefore retarded until after 
| the funeral and the reading of the will. The 


| used to send me during our engagement! 


| her now. I am walling up from the railway- 


**None—none: only—stay—stay'” * 
Bat I am resolved not to stay. Early the 
next morning I set off. 


Wa 
This time it is not a false alarm : this time 


it really has gone to bis stomach, and, de- 
clining to be dislodged thence, killa him. 


latter i so satisfactory, and my time is so 


| fully oceupied with a multiplicity of attend- 


ant business, that I have no leisure to re- | 
gret the delay. I write to Elizabeth, but 
receive no letters froui her. This surprises | 


aud makes me rather angry, but does not | 
alarm me. If she had been ill, if any thing | 


"@- | had happened, Morria would have written 
| She never was great at writing, poor little 
“A tall and dark gentleman, with a pro- | gon! ' 


What dear little babyiah notes she 


Perhaps she wishes to punish me for my 
disobedience to ber wishes. Well, now she 
will see who was right. I am drawing near | 
station at Laocerne. Iam very joyfal, as | 
march along under an umbrella, in the 
grand, broad shining of the summer after- 
noon, I think with pensive passion of the 
last glimpse I had of my beloved—her small 
and wistfal face looking out from among 
the thick, fair fleece of her long hair— 
winking away ber tears, and blowing kisses 
to me. It is a new sensation to me to 
one looking tearfully wistfal 
over my departure. I draw near the great 
glaring Schweizerhof, with its colonnaded, 
tourist-crowded porch ; here are all the pome- 
granates as I left them, in their green tubs, 
with their scarlet blossoms, and the dusty 
oleanders in a row. I look up at oar win- 
dows, Nobody is looking out from them ; 
they are open; and the curtains are alter- 
nately swelled out and drawn in by the softly- 
play al wind. I run quickly up-stairs, and 
uret noisily into the sitting-room. Empty, 
perfectly empty! I open the adjoining door 
into the bed-room, crying, ** Elizabeth, 
Elizabeth !" but I receive no answer, Empty, 
too! A feeling of indignation creeps over 
me as I think, ‘‘ Knowing the time of my 
return, she might have man to be in- 
doors.” I have returned to the silent sit 
ting-room, where the only noise is the wind 
still playing bide-and-seek with the curtains. 
As I look vacantly round, my eye catches 
sight of a letter lying on the table. I pick 
it up mechanically, and look at the address. 
Good heavens! what cen this mean? It is 
my own, that I sent ber two days ago, un- 
opened, with the seal unbroken. Does she 
carry her resentment so far as not even to 
open my letters? I spring at the bell, and 
violently ring it. It is answered by the 
waiter who has always specially attended us. 

** Is madame gone out ?” 

The man opens his mouth, and stares at 
me. 

**Madame! Is monsieur, then, not aware 
that madame is no longer at the hotel?” 

“* What?" 

**On the same day as monsieur, madame 
departed.” 

*** Departed!" Good God! what are you 
talking about ?” 

** A few hours after monsieur's departure 

I will not be positive as to the exact time, 
but it must have been between one and two 
o'clock, as the mid-day table Chote was in 
progress—a gentleman came, and asked for 
madame— 

Yea: be quick!” 

**I demanded whether I should take up 
his card; but he said ‘No,’ that was an. 
uecessary, as he was pe fectly well known to 
madame; and in fact, a short time after- 
ward, without saying anything to any ove, 
she departed with him.” 

** And @id not retarn in the evening ?” 

** No, monsieur : madame has not retarned 
since that day.” 

I clench my hands in an agony of rage and 
grief. ‘‘So this is it! With that pare 
child-like face, with that divine ignorance, 
only three weeks married, this is the trick 
she has played me!" I am recalled to my- 
self by a compassionate suggestion from the 
garcon: 

** Perhaps it was the brother of madame.” 

Elizabeth has no brother ; bot the remark 


brings back to me the necessity of self- 
command. ‘Very probably,” answer, 
speaking with infinite difficulty. ‘‘ What 


sort of looking gentleman was he ?” 

“*He was a very tall and dark gentleman 
with a most uliar nose—not quite like 
any nose that I ever saw before—and most 
singular eyes. Never have I seen a gentle- 
man who at all resembled him.” 

I sink into a chair, while a cold shudder 
creeps over me as I think of my poor child's 
dream, of ber fainting fit at Wiesbaden, of 
her anconquerable dread of and av: rsion 
to my departure. And this 
twelve days ago! I catch up my hat, and 
prepare to rush like a madman in parsuit. | 

**How did they go?” I ask incoberently. | 
‘By train? driving f walking is | 

“They went in a carriage. ' | 

** What direction did they take? Whither | 
did they go?" 

He bis head. ‘* It ia not known.” 

“It must be known!” I cry, driven to | 
frenzy by every second's delay. ** Of course | 
the driver could tell. Where is he? where 
can I find him ?” 
as lh not “—~ to Lacerne, neither 

i carriage : Ueman brought 
them with him. ” 

“Bat madame's maid,” say I, a gleam of 
bege Gusting esse my mind ; * did she go | 
with her?” 

“No, monsieur ; she is still here ; she was 
as much surprised as mon at mad ‘s 








= her at once!” I cry eagerly; ba 
when she comes, I find thet’ che pm Lee 
no light on the matter. She weeps noisily, 
and says many irrelevant things; buat I can 
obtain no information from her beyond the 
fact that she was unware of her mistress's 
departure until long after it had taken place; + 
when, surprised at not being rung for at the 
usnal time, she had gone to her room, 
found it empty, and on inquiring im the 
hotel, had heard of ber sudden ure 
that, expecting her to return at 
had sat up waiting for her till two o'clock in 
tyne yp Sd knew, a 
urned, neither anything en 
— of ber. 
‘ot all my not all my cross- 
qpestonings of the ede staff of the hotel, 


of 


4 


| it was getting rather 
' for I'd had a bard day's work of it; and no 
| wonder; for it was n 

















—— a 


nearly all the inhabitants of Lacerne and | 
environs, procare me & jot more knowledge 
On the next few weeks I look beck as on , 
| antanic and insane dream. I can neither 
| por sleep; T am snable to remain one mo. 
| ment quiet; 

and my days are spent in seek; 
Everything that haman and trons’ 


love can 


tectives; bat that f twelve-days’ stir: 
forever baffles me. Only on one cccasion 
do I obtain one tittle of information. Ino 


| village a few miles from Lacerne 
| tants, on the day in question, aow « caren: 
driving rapidly street. 


F 
E 


| they could see the occupante—e dark gentle. 
| map, with the peculiar physiognom whick 
| Rae Sean ao hee Saas ; and on the 
posite seat a lady, ~~ in 

of atier ineonaibility. t oven this lan 


| to nothing. ~ a 
Uh, reader! these thin happened t 
years ago. Since then co scarehed oct 


and land; but never haye I seen l 
Elizabeth again. wo 


— 


'BEAUTY AND THE BARBER, 


I badd jast finished putting 








Up my sbatters | 
nearly ten o'clock, 


t of’ the Lord. 
lieutenant’s ball. We think a good deal of 
the Lord-lieutenant down in Yorkshire, 
and when we get up a bit in the world, and 
get asked to Lordship's ball, we think 
a deal of ourselves; and my word, some 
folk are a bit d! You; that very day I had 
dressed the Misses Milliken’s bair for the ball, 
pretty early, mind you, for I wouldn't put 
my old customers out of the way for any of 
your upstart people, seeing as I've dressed 
the hair of all the first families in Lydford, 
and my father before me, whereof no man 
knoweth to the contrary, as the lawyers say. 
Now, Millikin bas drawn me many a gill of 
ale in the days when he kept the tap up News. 
man's Yard, and has borrowed many a six- 
pence off me too—not but what he was wel. 
come to them, as I told his Lord-bip when 
he came to ask me for my vote for the 
town-council. Bat that's neither here nor 
there. It isn't Milliken and such-like as I'd 
take the trouble to tell a story about. It 
was past nine, as I've told you, and I were 
i Dg 2 the shutters pretty smart, not 

ing a g I often do myself, bat it so 
peery that night; and in another minute 
I should have been off to the White Horse, 
to mest one or two good fellows, who were 
in the habit of having a glass or two + =o 
of a night; but as I was screwing up bar 
of the shutters, what should I see drawing 
up to my door but a splendid carriage and 
two beautiful horses, all of a lather with 
sweat! Well, that put me about a bit to 
think what a ange should be doing at m 
door at this time of night; but I hadn't tone 
to wonder, for a grave, tall, solemn-looking 
chap comes up to my door, and calls out: 
‘Is Creecher here?” 

** That's me,” says I. 

** Ob, then,” says he, “‘jump in ;" pointing 
with his finger to me to get up the steps of 
the carriage, where there was a tall flanky 
holding the door open for me. Well, that 

me still more. I've heard of things 
like that in story-books, and there's somethi: g 
very like jt in the ‘‘'Rabian Nights,” where 
they seem to think a deal more of us barber 
chaps than they do in this wn Bat, 
then, this is a land of freedom. ell, as I 
was saying, this t'other chap kept yz 4 
of me to into the carriage, but, sa 
“ Fd 4. are you bound?” ” 

**Oh, never you d,” says be; ‘‘ youll 
be well paid. “es 

* Bat I'd like to beautify myself a bit,” 
says I, ‘‘ and I mun tell the missis.” 

With that be took ap m bat that was 
lying on the counter, and Lange it on | 
Seok, cad pushes me into the carriage, an 
away we went before you could say ‘ Jack 
Rob’ ." And away we went. Eb, but 
we did gorarely! It were a dark t, and 
frosty ; and we soon got out of the lights of 
the town, and still the horses galloped on; 
and I oould see the stars twinkling over- 
head; and then it grew colder all of a sud- 
den, and the windows of the carri were 
covered with ice in a minate, and I could 
nee ht but the inside, where I were sit- 
ting with a strange man. And hesaid never s 
word. But still we galloped on; and afters 
good bit, I heard the murmur and dash of s 
river hard by above the clatter of the hoofs, 
and we crossed a bridge, I think, for we 
went up and down for a minute, as if we had 
been inaswing. And then the sound of 
hoofs died away pomp as 4. § pod pao 
were galloping over gravel or tarf ; 

reeently tne carriagd stopped all of a sud- 
Sea. A footman stood at the door; the 
silent man jumped out. ‘Stay there!” be 
cried as he went, with oa of —_¥~>! 
—‘*stay there'” And I stayed, for 
were cowed-like, with being carried off like 
that; and didn't know if my aoul were my 
own ‘* What ‘ll the old woman say, though’ 
I thought to myself, The carriage moved 
on a bit, and > 

** Now, then, my lad!” says the footman, 

the door. a 

Bat I weren't going to ° abow 
by sach cattle ashe. Says I: “*T'm on th 
master's business, and if thou doesn't x 
respectful, I'll smite thee in the ear bole. 
It's well to stand on your dignity with those 
chaps, nee. 

“ Oh, I beg our pardon,” says the man 
more respect tp **bat will you step into the 
housekeeper's room ?” , 

And with that I fell off the high-borse I'd 
been riding, for, to tell you the truth, I were 
thinking for awhile I were peshaps rightful 
son of a lord as had been in his youth, 
and that they were taking me home to the 


halls of my fathers, and ® oe 
going to me to ro 

usa: Y7- 4 all square. Bat says | 
** Til stick to the old woman.” Not bat what 
the flesh is treacherous, and n I'd have 


changed my mind when I'd seen the your 
one. But, however, all that was knock 
on the head when I heard the flanky tell me 
to go up to the housekeeper's room. It were 
only « dreming after all! 

ell, before I'd got well inside the door, 
an old chap dressed in black catebes bol! 
me by the elbow. ‘Crescher ?” says be 
** Creecher ?” 


season. 

** Well, my dear,” says I to the — 
“and so your missis is going to the be” 
Bat itll be well-nigh time to go home before 


flow |" ™ days, putting ber finger '° 
: {began to think it ws * 


Ef 
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to take it off. 


mine bebiead me. 
comb, my y* 
* because, as 


pext - 


tuful lo 


| ted and twisted, 
the messes and 


you begin?” 


man pulling awa 
{ Wh Lady,” 

could sta 

as for the poor 


And the lassie 
breaking litde si 
little voice ; 

** But,” 


bundred guineas." 


*Riog, Amelie,” 


bat I di 


tit, and I 
what it were 


taken into the 
| gan the job. 


was no t 
w ork. , 


| pain, She'd 
give a little so 


Heaven. 
| an boar, till she g° 
keep her eyes open 


and the 
the wind 


weir. 


weaker, and then a 


Conscience 
| she, ‘* you're 
| gal, you're 

yulneas.” 
no such 
says I. 


Conacience has at 


| lemme. If 
get nol 


into the fire-place 


siept too sound. 
guineas,” says I. 
seen the look as 
when she saw what 


may follow ?” 


** Mother be - 
& bad word there. 


going away, and 

per: “I've no mone: 
The maid let me ou 

without an 


— right over 
about the handred 








So says I, ** Well, 
to sell he 
never! 


it, have you?” 





lend me one of his 
was that hurried when I came 


to the maid to come and si 

and she goes off to her ay 

suppose; and by-and-by the 

asleep, and everything seemed 
lassie. 


among the trees outside, 
and the murmar of the river falling over the 


deg 
killing 
‘Hold thy tongue,” I says. *‘ It's 
thing. Its her mother's doing,” 
“If she be her , her b 

| are as hard as adamant.” Bat it were no use. 


‘Ob, but” she says, i” 

—!" Eb, I'm feared I said 
** Do you care?” 

aye just like that—‘' do you care?” says I. 
And she shook ber head. Well, I picked 


a , nice-looking 
LY Stop, and cage he 








i a is in Tay if youll 
” , 

‘s razors, for I 

ry 

—— 1 scissors and 

ve iT 


a. oa yd yh ee 


** Silence!" she says, ‘* Oreecher!” look 
ing e by quite diagusted ; 


rl, she says: eres SE 


tiful “yee 

never saw before nor gince. She'd had 
| hair, that came down to her 
a most; bat eb, it were in a tangle, 


ravelled 


y 

Lady,” says I, ‘it would take me 
twelve hours hard work, without stopping, 
| to untwiat all that hair.” 
{ ** Well, then,” she says tome, ‘‘ why don't 


| ‘ Bat,” says I, *“‘ your Lad do 
| know what twelve ry is, si Tac’ ie 


That was a temptltion, mind you, to a 
chap as wasn't mach beforehand 
world, and hadn't ever had so much as ten 
pounds in his pocket at once all his life. Bat 
| was sorry I took the job after all. 

‘I man have my supper,” I says, ‘* first, 
aud then think about rho ™ 
she says to the maid, 
| ‘and order up a tray.” 

And a bang-up supper I had in the little 
stting.room ; a chicken and champagne, and 
what they call a cure-or- on aubetolen 

"tthink much o'that ; and I'd sooner 
call it a kill-or-so, if I were giving it aname, 
for eh! it did make my head sing 
only took about « gill of it, to see 


Well, when — done my supper, I were 
oung lady's room, and I be- 
took it up bit by bit, washed 
{ tin spirits of wine, combed it out hair by 
hair, and so I went on hour by hour. 
for it bat patience and hard 
seemed to doze a bit, the 
lass, ever and again; bat, work as quatiy en 
1 would, it must have given her a deal of 
b a little now and then, aa 
moan sometimes ; 
| she bore it all, all her weariness and paia, 
| for all the suffering and trouble that were 
in her eyesa—shbe bore it like an 
The old woman sat besi: 


Well, the job went on, and still as it went 
on the lassie seemed to 


b 


oth 


sin, siting op wih 0 


con! Je I doa’ think as I 
stand the job, as am hale and well ; and 


lady there, why, bless 
| your heart, it would kill ber 


Bat her Ladyship took no notice of me. 

| ** Well,” she says to the young lassie, “‘ you 
hear what he says; are you ready to begin ?” 

ve a little sigh, a heart- 
, and she says in a feebie 
**Go on." 
says I, for I wanted to have as 
exouse to be off the job, ‘I wouldn't do it 
under a hundred poands.” 
* Ob,” says she, “then you aball have a 


fear came into 
my throat. She were dying under my hands. 
** Joshua!” 








was Lady Felicia herself, as 


“says l ‘** Well, 
Bless you! I've 
my dear, I've 
beautiful way. 
;* Om 
Holt ;" 
you, 





af: 


in the 


rown jug; 


above a 


There 


bat eb, 


from 
us for 


a them things away.” Bat I wasn't saye I; 

goin > lb 6 See ee Sei Soul coveyt tno hts, Gn, oo 0 wadding: 
pocket, and buttons my ovat, | p present.” 

aoa — A “ Now, suns Lateuiinn And! ‘All right!” he says, ‘‘ Creecher ;" bat be | 

she says: ** Amélie, thsow something over | left o bis of paper en my counter. It was 

the wretch.” And with that Amélie brought | check for « hundred 

a white with sleeves, as amelt as beau- Bo I didn't lose by the job, after all. And | 


From the Philadelpbia a, 


THE EQUINE PESTILESCE. 
The new and epizootic disease 
which lately - attention at the 








by the y as of 

ucing the direst effects upon trade. 
udging from its movement and present 
nearness we can y, in this city, hope 
entirely to escape « visitation f the an- 


prevention of this dreadful equine 
prow leat we too be subjected to the dire 
results as have afficted our sister cities. 

The ay facts will give our readers 
the charkoter and spread of 


| with « little oats, and a moderate quantity 
| of hay. If the bowels are costive, a half pint 
| of raw linseed oil may be given, bot it is pro- | was 
| bable that the mash will cause sufficient re- 


patation. 





Prescription No. 2 (given below) shoald 
| be ad d ing and evening. 
| if the threat eboula be sore—which can be 


| ascertained by pressure of the hand J amd 
| the larnys aboat two 
—— - 1 (aleo given below) 
in. So long as the disease is confined 
to the larnyx there is very little 
shoald it descend to the 


|ahould be over fifty-five per minate, ff- 

| toon d of Fleming's tincture of aconite 
should be given « two hours, and if the 

breathing continues and the pulse 
| grows more ly the mastard agai 

| and give one-and-a- drachms of 


for two morn The following are the 

prescriptions referred to : 

| PREACRIPTION NO, |. 

| Linseed oil, 1) o2.; turpentine, 14 ox.; 

liquor ammonia fort, loz. Mix all together 

| in a four-ounce bottle, and apply to the 

throat, if you think it necessary to 
PRESCRIPTION Bo, 2. 

Nitrate potash, 1} oz; tartarised anti- 
mony, |} os; digitalis, 4 os, Pulverize 
all together and make twelve powders ; give 
one morning and night. If they are not very 
bad you might omit the last ingredient 
namely, Comm 


—_ 


NEWS OF THE WEEK. 


The horse disease has spread “| 
and widely in New York city and State, an 
New England, and has in Northern 
New Jersey. In Baffalo, where the epidemic 
ae tee Ee this side of the 
Canad - Lh. fortanately run 
ite course, and business has been resumed. 
In Socemee Se Guage coame to & to be at its 
height. In New York city, Brooklyg and 
Boston, the interruption to business and 
travel causes great embarrassment and pri- 
quarters. So far, no cases 
of the disease in this city. 

Hon. Felix Branot, rman, and Thomas 
2 l. Cree, Secretary of the Board of Indian 
have returned to Washing- 








the disease, ped well as the most p 
ans of prevention and treat t 
It is ourious to trace the track of the pesti- 

lence from its first advent in Baffalo, Ko- 

chester and Niagara down to Albany and 

Troy, where it has been raging during the 

th week. Swiftly and surely it hes fol- 

the course of the Hudson, leaving its 
traces in the towns and hamlets, and finally 

a in the closely confined limits of 
ow ) ob The contagious qualities of the 

are #0 = ae that within twenty- 
four — he from the time the first symptoms 
of sickness were noticed, in one large stable 
one thousand horses under the same roof 
wore similarly affected. 

The «lisease appears to have appeared first 
in New York in magnitude on Monday after- 
noon, although there were some few cases 
of earlier date. 

It is not confined to any particular olass of 
horses, but all stables have been visited we 
the disease, from the squalid shed that shel- 
ters the poor laborer's ill-fed horse to the 
palace of the thoroughbred. 


NATURE OF THE DISEASE. 


The disease appears to be a catarrhal 
fever, the result of some atmospheric infiu- 
ence, as is shown by its sudden appearance 
over a large extent of country, attacking all 
kinds of horses, wd and young, in good o con- 
dition or poor. y *y 
are dulness, a canes coat, a watery d 
charge from the nose, speedily followed by 
a severe hacking cough ; the pulse is quick- 
ened and the mont hot, the nasal men- 
branes are injected, and the ears and legs 
are unnaturally cold ; the discharge from the 
nose increases and becomes of a greenish- 

ellow color ; the breathing is increased, and 
some cases labored and severe. 

The husky, dry cough, and the watery dis- 
charge, like tears from the eyes, seem to be 











t so sleepy she couldn't the premonitory signs of the disease. Home 
; and then she beck of ex horses believe 
t in her place it to be of the same nature, t a mild type, 
fortable ay i of a disease which visited the coun in 
maid goes f 1854-55, and which was then called typhoid 
asleep but pneumonia. 
There wasn't a amet bat DIFFERENT PLANS OF TREATMENT. 


weaker and 


nays 





me again. 


she says, ‘it's you who are killing the poor 
were not at the job, they 
ly else to do it. Joabus throw 
thy comb and scissors into the fire.” 
“A'm dommed if I don't too!” says I, 
tite sudden like, and I pitches my things 
7 


with 


| thought'd wake ap the maid, but she 


* There 


goes 
Bat now ye should ha’ 
over the lassie's face 
were about. Her 
eyes softened and filled with tears, 
pat out a little white hand out of the w 
and I took it in mine, and says I : 
‘ ao you care so much about 
youd lose the beautifal life 
given you, and the sweet bright days that 


“ 


and 


happy as a man could be. But 
guineas too. 
beg it were about six months after that, 





** Joshua |’ 
ooald 


clatter as I 


h a 


Of course, Ly my and often diametri- 
y « of treatment are sug- 
= or ‘ne but the following may 
cited as worthy of consideration me 
veterinary surgeons, considering it simply a 
mild form of oatarrbal fever, avoid heroic 
remedies and use a mild treatment, holding 
that bleeding and nauseous physic-balls are 
not only unnecessary but dangerous, and 
that it is also foolish to give a horse a drench 
in such a case, as his head has to be thrown 
beck in an unnataral position, and it would 
ray cause « violent At of coughing. 
Saline remedies are advised, such as chlo- 
rate of potash or mariate of ammopria. Tar, 
dissolved with fluid extract of bellad 
would also have a soothing effect to the 
throat, and a strong liniment well rabbed 
into the throat is recommended. 
The horse's feed should be sparse in quan- 
ty. wet and of a laxative character. 
n some stables homapathy is practised, 
and again, in other cases, a solution of tar, 








Almighty 's 


says I, 


Joehol and bellad is injected into the 
mouth, and strong liniments applied to the 
throat. Tar appears to be a favorite remedy, 
and is administered in various forms. 

PREVENTATIVE PRECAUTIONS. 

When the avimal shows symptoms of ill- 
nessa, rest and protection from cold by blan- 
kets and a comfortable stable seems to be 
rational treatment. Hot bran-mashes tend tu 


keep the system nm, which is also rational. 
Keeping the mouth and nostrils clear of foal 
matter rom the head by sponging 
is with favor. Some resort to 
steaming the head of anifhal, and appear 
to be tolerabl ful. Others protest 





against this treatment. All seem to concur 
in the opinion that the sick horse should have 
absolute rest. 

Although this disease must necessarily 
prove a great loss and enaspense to Gs 
community generally, it is not believed to 





— Mr. Branot has made a four months’ 
tour in Montana, Idaho, Wyoming and Colo. 
rado. They make a very favorable report of 
Indian affairs in the Northwest. The Piegans, 
Bloods and Blackfeet are so tho ly sab- 
dued by kindness that it is now safe for 
whites to travel unarmed in | part of 
their territory. The Shoah and B k 
Indians of Idaho and Wyoming are 
ning to farm. The Shoshones have 
by treaty to the United States 400,000 acres 
a their reservation, including Hamilton City, 
the Sweetwater, Gold Belt and extensive 
——y and grazing lands, which will be 
to séttlement when Congress shall 
ati the treaty. The reports of Indian 
hostilities in Utah are pronounced muatly 
Soucieations and the l'tes Colorado and 
New Mexico are said to be desirous of con- 
tinued oe. The Comminsioners say that 
most of the reports of Indian disturbances 
on the frontier are originated either to 
secure the presence of troops to consume 
superabundant crops, ‘‘or for the acoom- 
plishment of political purposes.’ 

The New York Herald publishes a special 
despatch from Berlin, to the effect that the 
Board of Jurisconsults, to whom the North- 
west boundary d te between the [United 
States and Great Britain had been referred 
by the arbitrator, the Emperor of Germany, 
has decided in favor of the United States, 
and that the written judgment only awaits 
the signat of the E William to 
give it force and effect. Under thia re- 
ported decision the boundary line will ran 
through the middie of the Canal De Haro, 
giving the well-known island of San Juan 
and other islands to the United States. The 
report that the Emperor of Germany bad 
laid down a compromise boundary line is .n- 
correct, as by the thirty-fuurth article of the 
Treaty of Washington, he waa only an- 
thorized to decide between the line of the 
Canal De Haro and that of the 
Strait. 

The complete official returns of the Indi- 
ana election, give Hendricks, lemocrat, for 
Governor, 1144 majority. The Republican 
candidates for the other State offices receive 
— rangigg from 27: — Orth 

Wilhamas, Rh hihi leaatad Con- 
gresamen at large, the he by 162, and 
the latter by 53 majority. Seven of the 
Congressional districts are blican, three 
Democratic, and one Liberal. The total 











THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


ATELSTIO Va. MUTUAL. 


The third tournament game of base ball | 
ayed Oct. 22, between the Athletic and 


the atual, The Athletic came of victors. 


|T% THE Ween mse CLASS, male oF cunts. 
$0) 8 week guarantees!) Keeper table employment 
et home, 
required: 
greenies to start with sent free by mail 
e« 


day or evening, besiness new ; bo captial 
fall Inetructions aed waluae package of 
Adckirewa, with 
cut retern stamp, M. YOUNG & OO), 16 ( wertiandt 





The score was as follows M., New York nov bat 
Athletic seeseeeniite ¢| 
Muteal . eeeoerttoert-s (" I RLS MY MAGIC COMPOUND will car 
a the etraightest hair inte beautiful 
MUPUAL VE. BALTIMORE. carta, we lthovat ipjery, Of money refunded. & cents, 
The ninth game of the ip series | post-paid, JAMES WILSON, Untekige, Mane 
yed Oct. 19, between Baltimores Berea 
and Matuals of New York. Score WRT KDWARD COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE 
Mutuals -t.e@eesetpe @ Oo 8 Fall term, Aug. 9. ‘titer term, Dec. 6. Spring 
Raltimores 1 @ @ 1 @ OO O t~ 8) term, March 8 $i per year for board, fuel, wash 


OLD ATLANTION Ya, BED STOCKINGS, 

The Atlantics defeated the Red Stockings 

Oct. 23, by a score of 121010. The game 
was between the old Atlantie and Red Stock- 
ing nines, and for the benefit of the th 
ofe drowned member of the new Atlantic. 


YELLOW. 


Yellow has been for many years greatly 
It ia one of 





» vivid 
spots of flame. An oldgr face must be more 
tly dealt with, by « brownish-yellow. 
fie Senestte may wear a yreen-yellow, and 
be all the better for it. Saly pare chrome 

or mastard-oolor A intolerable 
t, A so much 


ome Om, op 
poled | that it becomes perfectly 


softened 
inaible im a drees. ——— however, in 
y avoided, 


rge masses should be 
in soft, dull mat 

Yellows of some abades are the most suit- 
able of all colors to place near the — 
good is the effect on the complexion : 
make the skin look fairer than it seat th, 
and of course, enhance the blues and pinks. 
What is called buff, a somewhat dull, tawny, 
or warm yellow, is one of these. We ail 
know how beautifal is the effect of yellow 
hair when it oocurs, which 


iH 
Ef 


, with a ripple in it, and 
, haunting, pellacid brown. 
Yellow was a favorite color with most of 
the oki masters. Many early ap re- 
— again and again pet 
et ed and green, yellow and — Iq 
Paul Veronese has a penchant for a certain 
— shot with pink, which is extremely 
utifal. Rubens often puts in a mass of 
deep win a curtain or garment in his 
picta with singularly good effect; and 
many other instances might be given. Van- 
dyck is fond of a rich shade, almost the 
color of ale, which seems to go well with 
verything 
alee 2 aleo - tly with a number 
of colors. A pale, dull-blue is one ; bat pure 
blue and pure eee are very harsh together. 
Piam, mon, maroon, sage, also mix well 
with yellow. Primrose tint may be carefully 
mingled with pale-rose; but the more vivid 
or ia, the more care in needed in mizing 
it with others without a jar. One out af two 
colors should always be dull and not wo pure; 
this ia not generally known, or it ia forgot- 
ten, and the result is the coarse and vulgar 
contrasts that we see around us. Ambers of 
all shades are exceetlingly good and be- 
coming. 
S- —_—_—- 
we Why wan Robineon Crasce unable to 
get up an oyster-stew? Heoause he hadn't 
the skill-it required. 


@@ The St. Charlies Herald tella of a y, 
in Plainview, who retarned money to 
husband after being out shopping. Don't 


believe a word of that yarn. 

&@ The Daubury News laments because 
the illusions of ite youth have departed, and 
it has learned by sad experience that four 
fifths of the American people spell copy with 
two pa. 

In Scotland the miners are a curious 
set of follows, and not a particle like the 
miners of America. Those of one of the 
towns recently voluntarily refused an offered 
advance of a shilling a day, because since 
the last increase of their wages the coalma:- 
ters have added to the price of coal seven 
shillings perton! In the circumstances 
the men being unwilling to ufiderlie the im- 
patation of having unduly raised the price 
of coal—they ananimotaly agreed to a reao- 
lution to the effect ‘‘ That the masters be 
asked to take the last advance off the price 
of coal, and take back the shilling’ You 
would never hear of an American miner 
doing anything of that sort. 

— Philadel Phia's new custom, that 
‘‘when a visitor calls and finds the family 
out, he is requested to write his name in « 

i visiting book,” is not everywhere 





vote for Governor was 377,700, an i 
of 35,000 in four years. The Straightout 
Democratic ticket received ‘‘ about 1:s) votes 
in the entire State.” 

The fall official returns of the Pennay!l- 
vania election, as reported from Harrisburg, 
give Hartranft, for Governor, 35,627 ma- 
jority; Allen, for Auditor General, 34,740; 
and Mercar, for Judge of the Supreme Coart, 
40,433, The average Republican majority 
for Congressmen at large is 45, \*6. 

vote oaat for overnor, _ including 
1250 for the T te, was 
672,406, 

One million pounds of wheat have been 
shipped from Colorado to Eastern cities this 
fall, and large purchases are being made by 
parties from Kansas and Missouri. Hereto- 
fore Colorado has largel oes flour and 
grain from the East. fe in also stated that 
the movement of beef cattle from Denver to 
Bt. Louis is beyond the ity for trans- 
portetion gf the Kansas Pacific Kailroad. 





r 





blers, has been deprived of its attractions | * 
for thin class of visitors, the ‘‘establish- | 
ment” having been closed by the Govern- 
ment. The profita of the bank during the 

season amounted to #12 5,(00). The ** ea- 
tablishments” or legalized gambling houses | 
at Baden Baden and Nauheim will be closed | 
on October Jist; those at Wiesbaden and 
Hombourg apon Decdmber |) ist. 

Theophilus Cantier, the celebrated French 
poet, novelist and nowapaper contributor, | 
died in Paria, October 2: He was born 
August Sist, 1*11, at T in the south of | 
France, and graduated at the College Charie- 
mague, Paris. He at dey attem to be- 
come an artist and painter, but failing in his 











I were sorry | 


" for I never meant 
the hair as tho young lady geve me, | 


“Well, but,” says he, “‘you haven't cota | Onta 


| and allowed plenty of 


bd Ey 


As the disease will run « certain course, 
affected animals — be carefully ased 
re air, with « liberal | 

canily digested food. } 
The stables should be well aired dail 


diet of nourishing 


| thoroughly ventilated, and it is also aa. 


ble to use disinfectants, as the chloride of 
. When the throat is 
sore, causing « <ifficulty in swallowing, | 
ad on embrocation should be applied, and 
the fever allayed by mild febrifage medi- 
cine. 

Stak to the Buthibe Comnaneneted o totter | 
from Dr. Elliot, of St. Catherine's, Lake | 
Ontario, wis contains the following sug- 


early attempts, he turned his attention to | 
literatare. In 15.) be published a volume 
of poetry, which was followed by more aw- 
bitiens works in verse. Gautier was a most 
prolific author, composing with great facility 
novels, plays and works of travel, and writing 
essays and criticisms fur the newspapers 
BASE BALL. 
ATHLETIC Vs. BOSTON, 

The first game of the tournament at Phi- 

ladelphia was played Oct. 1, between the 
Athletic and the Boston, and resulted in a vic- 
tory for the former. The score was aa fol- 


lows 
Boston 1123001086 as 
Alhietic 1e*560¢008008 @~% 
POSTON VS. MUTWAL. j 
_ The second tournament of base ball 
in Philadelphia, was played Oct 21, the con- 
| teatants be ing the Mutuals, of New York, and 
ph elab, of Boston. The latter 
ub won easily a game of eight innings, 
as the fi 
| Bosten . 3831666 6% 
otual... #@6¢e0e11 7! 


accepted as a thi An exchange ob- 
jecta to it after this f jon : ‘This is well 
enough for most people ;zbut the wealthy do 
not care to be thus careless with their auto. 
= Again, there are people in the 
ot the Shoddys, for instance —who 
not the necessary time and ability to write 
their names. And there are some people 
who have to have an introduction tv their 
ome oe time it is ~ a om | for them to 
t. The visiting book is, after all, 
dae e | & resurrection in a mild form of the 
venerable album or an invention of ovunt 
ing-house , who know that they 
outshine everybody else in the great work 
of making autographs. Let it be voted 


down.” 


&@ A tailor, speaking of the Winter 
fashions, says, very correctly ‘There is 
not mach change in gentlemen's pants this 


| month.” 


€@ The ora before tight-lacing was prac- 


Ems, the famous German resort for gam- | | teed by ladies in said te have been the 





* pre-hysteric” 
S7 A paper advertises for ** girla for 
| cooking.” 
RATES OF ADVERTISING. 


Thirty cents a line for the first insertion. 
Twenty cents for each additional insertion. 
62” Payment is required in advance. 











eh branches. A choice of 
three courses of etady for ladies of gontiemen. A 
Complete commercial course alan, A clase ls always 
Otting for college, The best instruction In Musk 
Painting, Lanquages, Telegraphy Mtudemte admitted 
Adkiress for cataloguce of fer room JUS 
Pent Edwerd, New York, sovd-t0 


| 
| ing, with commas 


any time 


RK. KING, DD, 
I Ow °TIs PONK: or, the 
Moustache and Whiskers in 48 
GREAT SRCRET and 10° others, Gam 
Cardiology, Ventriloqguiem, all in the ORIGINAT 
“Reek ef W ." A valuable beok, 17,000 
eoid, Isth edition Mailed free for 95 conta, Address 
Db. «. CUTLER, Carthage, Mitnots, bove at 


NEVER SAY DIE! 


THOUGH YOU COUGH 


Till Your Heart Aches, 
When the * Life Respertag mS ae. Romety 
te at hand, One hottle will a hy Cs ee 
that DH. MH. JAMMER man anim TNoF 

the only thing apon recent which positively cme 
( omsumpt asthma, Nervens Debility, andi 
Breachiste. Try it prove it for yourself, 

It cures night eweata, eanmen 68 the 
nerves, failure of memory, dific cupeseesation 
sharp pains . oo ae, Se S Saat, 5 hilly, onmes- 
tions, naneea at the stomach, inact 
and ——— away of the muscles, 

Price h, or thrve bottles $4.50, Send for Cireu- 
lars, A aK CRADDOCK & Coe, 1008 Race 
street, Philadelphia, Pa., giving name of x pd 
Kvening Poet, septl-Tleow 


Ow. 
ye. This 


pee VKRAA! A great chance, Big money can 
be made, and with ao work, A great chance for 
tort , in country towns, Particnlara free, Send 
jasiness,” 
. WELLS, Chieaga, Me, 


m—this ie * Address CHARLES 
WEBSTER'S PATENT 


BUTTON-OLE WORKERS, 


Patented Jane 87, 1871. 


Awarded firet promiam at the American Inatitute, 
and Maryland Inetitute Faire, isil, 


leone af the moat 
important = in- 
ventions af the 
aye! The moet 
ser fort Hutton. 
ele Werker 
ever = tnwented | 
Bo simple that a 
child can worka 
more perfect 
button-hobe with 
it than the meet 
experienced 
hand can work 
withoatit 
Kvery etltch te 
taken with the 
moet period t me- 
accu- 


entot the sew 

tn, machine, 
a will inet a 
life-time, lhone 
away with prick 

ing the fingers, 
: cf) | straining the 





eye and with 
Imperfect and irregular worked batton-boles, They 
any tvereal aatiefaction., Ladies who ase them aay 
tha v are worth thelr weight tn gold, ¢ eleven 





r 
ard sold durtag the fret week of thet: butrodur 


jon, Local and travelling agents wanted everywhere, 
They sell at sight, aed give over 100 per cent, profit, 
Sample Batton-hole Worker and sample Hatton bole 
Cutter packed tn a meat care, with full directions tor 
use, tagether with sample of oar pew and novel wa 
of canvassing, sent to any address on receipt of 

cents, Onders by mall recerve prompt attention, Ad- 
dress WENSTEM MP" COL, Manufacturers, Anso 
nia, Ct, Please state ln what paper you eaw thin. 

octet 


soap oe 2 DY! 


THE “LIGHT RUNAING 


“DOMESTIC” =. 


Answers this 








question, and 
presents a re- 
cord of success 
unparalleled in 
the history of 
the invention, 
Agents wanted 
every where. 
“DOMESTIC” 
, 8. M. Oo, 
‘New York: 
eetee. Lit 
\ ANTED. AGEN US. - The very heat chance ever 
ottered, Profle $4.00 to $m vo aday, THY IT 
Varticuiare PRER. Address WOODWARD, LEWIS 
& CO. 96 Washington St., Koston, Mane, octhoat 
With complete cases of Tyre tor marking Linen, 
Cano, Env etarne, ote A pertect litte Giem, Price 
$1.00, post-paid, 61.4%) Saurion Free, Agents want- 
ed tor thie, Alao, tor WEEMS TRIOS BE TTON HOLK 
WOKKEL, and other New and tanec e articles, 
Adcom ko DAVIS, 
cn tlv Lat ii Main St.. Hartferdt, ¢ onn 
STILES'S 
Pocket Revolvers. jnxxthiccmen 
A neat, durable we . inch barrel, price §1.75, 
poret paid STILES, Mpringfeid, Vt 
cetleeuw 
| TNIVERMSAL HAIN KMADIOATON removes eu 
perfucue bair from the tace ot hada without tn 
jury te the ekin Irie Me 1. FLEET) HRI, ise od 
St, Willlametorgh, N.Y om iela 
])" NELSON'S MOMNING DEW, tor the com 
plexion, Loy o Vhetegraphe, or 
pege. Mavic (or Lap) Hotthem, ti rrieerve ae 
bod Bd St, W iiliameturgh, ~ Fe elie 
30) NEW BONGS, AICTS, and 9 new Kav airre 
. taalled tree fitke.t Wd, Vernon J 
@arys 
Men nad Wemen Wanted every where to 
eee the money for our Patent Buttonhole «at 
tes, with silver came, conte te 24 elzee 
aede at righ Vat. Fountein Pen and Vomenite 
AN beeke Pens, Samples of all, with circulars, 
post-paid, tor 2 conte Ale The Ladies ¢ aaket 
Bid other articles Ackirese © 1TY NOVELTY 
(OMPANY, » 4 Lilwary etreet, Phyiladte 
| phia, Ve - ist 
OT et es eee ee itt “TRATED 
d BOOK OF WON TRIES,” only IS conte pont 
paul Adhdirewa TL PON At » No. 8 Canal Street, 
| New York Cis. wepléely 
| Php ep ES OF NEW MESO sent to any ad 
dress, gratia = Aciirone JK WINNEK, 
sic Publisher, $44 and 545 N. Mighth St, 
augd)-ivt Philadelphia 
| TILTON’S EBONITE CROQUET BALLS, 
| Ae pert ‘t a hart halle and warrented to bres 
‘ ws ' rane i hipy for three 
yeare, Croquet players w u» have joel then ume t 
| i enot the acta, 68, Slo, lu, g14 wt Malle 
erparate, 6) per set of » 

For wale y LEON Hist, 
yor eet SIZ ¢ heetnat st, Phi “ 
| tenet cate nee Academy, Voughkoep 
ee, N.Y. A thorough gulng shoul lor boye 

mard-Syt 
POMONA NURSERY. 

The largest, beet, and cheapest Tmperial and ¢ 
smeal Asparagus, forte atul sew il ' and 
| Brandywine Kasp berries, Biackberrioa, Mhubarh and 
Strawherrice ; Avy “, “Tt « va Cherry,” Mam, 
Extra fine Concord ( srape Vines, Send tor ¢ atalqrue 
WM. PAKKY, Cinxaminaon, N. J may! det 

10 Per Cent. Interest. 


Send for our Pamphiet, “* 
| OF INVESTMENT Malu Addresa 
WILSON & TOMS, 


ILLINOIS AS A PLACE 
d free 


Dealers in Real Estate Securities, and School Bonds, 


aal hist Bloomington, [l. 


| 
| 








A 





tured, and as ch 
| Union, 
celve attention. 





AGENTS WANTED FOR 


Pref. FOWLER'S GREAT WORK 


Oe Manhood, Wemanheed, and their M 
later-relations: ee Saee ite Lawes, com 
Send for epec math end circulars, with . 
—-. NATIONAL BLISHING CO. Phtle he 
RACH WEEK. 


R7: legitimate. J. 


move at 
AGENTS WANTED FOR McCLELLAN® 


< wante |, business 
WORTH, ™. Louis, Mo. 


x a 
_—s 
= GOLDEN STATE. 2 
& A New Book and New Subject, Address m 
@ YM. FLINT 2 C0. Prilte, Pa, Cine, ¢ 
' O., Springtield, Waee., Atlanta, Ga. 
_ nOret ime 


FREER TO Vou! TREE Te ALL! 
BOOK oT NEW RECEIPTS 


Aa illustrated beok of the atd, quaint, 
interesting. 12 paces. 5@ illustrations. 
two stamps Address BLACKIE @ OO, 146 
wag, oe vert. OS” Don't faci o end for @ 


UENTH WANTED. We oy 









ment for all, either eex, at 6 0 day, or 68, or 
more a year! New works by Mae iH. ‘ress, and 
others, Aw + /Vemiwme Uiven A es —_— 


rapidly and eeslly et work for aa, 
[ertioatare fen ONTHINGTON, vt wrk bys oo. 
Hartford, 


FREE TO BOOK AGENTS. 


AN ELEGANT BOUND CANVASSING BOOK for 
the beet Fam! 


gents ame meeting + 
— va agente wae 
Tne co. Miiateiphia, ia, Pa . °' 
PROFITABLE EMPLOYMENT. 


We r- ly anuiee @ SNTLEMEN AND Le 
Welt for ine CRLEBRATED IMPROVED 
BUC WET ES UTTL RBKWING MACHINE, @ritc8 
ALIKE OF BOTH Gipes, It will efiteA, hem, j I 


tna F SAL TORAVRN 0 ove. 
ato Por further 


PINKS 
COATINGS AnD U 
lara, addreas RN DERSON 1° 
jy e-eet » cusveaam Onto, or Br. Loom, 


WATIONAL PUD! PUBLISH- 
oot-tf dl 


aunts WA p.— make mone 
free. “~~ ty ey Fim 4 
and, Maine. 


——— = 


MONEY 2 MADE Pte oa Benet! oe 


“om OF GLADEESS.” 





bs 9 ~s Pt jy Sy 
K Cures t romp Yasmina 
a nee re 
” in ty like and " ne 
e eflecie a permanent cwre wert hot 
A t®” “ Uireatest pain y 
T bufole yr oN 
F “It acts like ." — Advance, 
A “Made of pure drugs, le safe, and never fails.” 
M Cntom Cownty " 
I “Two hotties cured my rheumation of 4 
‘. standing. Mies lL. Blackburn, Belmont , Oo. 
¥ “Does all the proprietors claim for it.” 

1, W. Suavely, Agent, lvola, Ken. 
R “A great saving of doctors’ bills, Kvery famuy 
K should have it," 
“ Journal af Agriculture, St. Lowia, 
K AGENTS wanted to soll it in all parte of the 
bd United States. From §7 to $19 per day, clear, 
v. by active mtn, beth male and fomade 
ONLY MC KN PEK BOTTLE 1% am by Kapress. 


For particulars address with eta 
MARSHAL "s BERKY 
aud or Hann evita, Oblo, 


FITS----EPILEPTIC FITS. 


Certata Remedy fer Kptteptic Fite, *pacme, 
or Cenve me. Having the utmost confidence in 
thie preparation, we guaranter to any whe are af 
ficted with Kptlepey ten mevtiate Relief and by send 
ing these midrene, describing case, we will send « 
small bottle gratis, in order to have them give it « 
trial. Address x. y's MAR & SON, 

ocltat , Brooklyn, N sy. 


Fruit and Seonaeaial Trees” 
FOR FALL PLANTING. 


We offer an excellent assortment of thrifty, well 
grown Trees, to which we invite the attention of par - 
thee contemplating planting. 

Prveed lial mailed to icant 4. 

vw 4, EVANS 2060), 
Nurserymen and Meedemen, York. 


AVOID QUACKS. 


A victim of ear oy ee retion, causing nervous de- 
bility, premature ay, &c., having tried In vain every 
awivertised remerty, has diacovered a simple meane of 
self-cure, which he will send free to his lellow-euffer- 
ers, Address, J. Ii, REKVES, 1) Nassau Mt., New 
York. aepis-ly 


RUPTURE 


Geter oat Covet hs Dr Sherman's Sa a "1 aot 


octlem 


Breadwey W or beet 
si here ae... ibonenses of eases fed vn Bad whe 
oni Bed, Wart Seasner ease letters & Beware of 
ovations lan he pretend to have Gotuenteetie. 
Susans "ide bance Agen. 
aptly 


NSTANTANEKOUN KKLIKY AND ROUND, 
RKFREAHING SLEKKP ow by asing 
2 “ pa | ue! for A Aethmns.”” tt Fee end 


|, relieve ? > 
mm anc sop wir 
dimcase twelve a but 


and work and sleep as well as any one, Warr to 
relieve in every case. Ment by mall on — "a of 
orice, $1 per Box, and 10 — 7 pentane. ae tor 
tat your Drag Store, HAS, &. URST. 

dots ly lncstasten. Heaver County, bs. 


snabing the Santhe patient to 


m8 eee 
* & ene IER @S 
a ENTS BEST IN Use 
PRINCIPAL OFFICE 
1609 CHESTNUT STREET 
PHILADELPHIA. 


aporrss tHe Inve aT oOe 


OR. B. FRANK. PALMER, Pres* A.ALime CP 


Qunissioned by the Surgeon-General, 
FOR THE U. S. ARMY AND NAVY. 
DR. PALMER tves personal attention to the bast- 


fesse of hie profession, aided by men of the best quall- 
fications and greatest e1perionce, 






4 
«sa 


More than a thousand distinguished officers and aoi- 
diers have worn the VALMEK LIMBS on active duty; 
while et!!! greater nambers of civilians, by their aid, 
fll important positions, AND BFF R« TUALLY CON: 
CKAL THEIK MISFORTUNE, 


AU Genuine “PALMER LIMBS” have the name af 
the inventor afis 

PAMPHLETS, which contain the NEW KI'LES 
FOR AMPI TATIONS, and full Information for per- 
one in want of lomba, sent free, by mal! or olherwiee, 


The attention of Bargeons, hysicians, and al! per 
sone interested, ie moet reepectially solicited, 


To avoid imposition apply only to 


B. FRANK PALMER, LL. D., 


1609 CHESTNUT STREET, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


hovt-tf 
R. DOLLARD, 
r) ais 
CHESTNUT ST. 
FuILADELPMIA, 
a : 
( Premier Artiste 
i” 

Inventor of t ebrated GOSSAMER VENTI- 
LATING Wits and Kl ASTIC BAND TOUPACES 
luaten ne to enable Ladies aml Gentlemen to 
measure their own hemls with accuracy, 

For Wega, Inches, Toupers and Sealpa, 
No! The round of the rees 
ternal Na, ! From tore head 
* *% From tore tiemd back as far as twill, 
over the wad to * 2% 4ver forchead as 
vee k far as fexjuiresdt 

a 3 From ' ear, “ 8. 4?ver th rown o 

over the top the head 

* 4.—From ear to ear 

round the forehead. 

He has always ready for sale splendid Mock of 
Gents’ Wigs, Toupees, Ladies’ Wigs, Half Wigs, 
Frizota, Braids, Curis, &c., beautifully manafac- 


ap as any establishment in the 
Letters trom any part of the worid will re- 


Private rooms for Dyeing Ladies’ and Gentlemen's 
Hair, not-eowly 
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WIT: AND HUMOR. 


-_—-++ 


The “ Fet Contributer” says — We beve | 


recently moved into « pew buwse, and yester 
day morning @ 
me if I could get the roses for the 
‘eld her | knew « mar who bed 


fromt 
got oto wary roe pts bet it ween t | 


right time of year for getting them out 

I have am ides that ground t mach better 
te raising © poteto then ip reteing 

« Bower, subees it be barrel of four Wife 


said I hadn't « bit of teste She then geve 


me 6 memorandum of roses she wan 1 
wae busy all day, but just as I was shont 


taking « car for home, I thought of the | 
memuranda and 


1 referred to the 


tropes, roses. . 
Qeeren,’ golden tea plant, vines, English ivy, 
* Wandering Jew, seeda, ote 

i it hard, but it was slightly in 
ble Bhe bed evidently got 


com 
things mited uo llowever, | went to «| 
florists and sola him whet | wanted 
Reid I, 

Give me a few geraniams, and « few 
shea, and" 

“A few what?” asked the flower man, 
low pussied 

“A few ahes,” said I, turning very red, I 


katow, for I couldn't tell for the life of me, 
what wy wife wanted of « few shes about 
the place, as she cuuld never live im the 
seme house with enother woman 
As the floriat looked thore — than 
a 


wife, Mra Boggs, eaked | 





ever, | handed him the memor m, when | 
he buret inte « load lengh i 

oe Why, man, he orted, ‘ite faschias she | 
wents’ 

And then roered again 

* Well, whatever it is, give me « couple of | 
yerds of it anyhow, front and back yard, 


too ~ | 
You see I was mad 
1 the things the memorandum seemed | 
te ots ton, at the various places, and went | 
bermne 


* Here, Mra. Rogge,” said 1, teatily, “' are 
the things for your front yard 

“Why, whet is thie’ she cried, a 1) 
thrast « twogallon jug upon her among 


vtber things 
“Bourbon, my dear, I found it on the | 
memorandum. Pretty thing to set ont in 


the front yard, though How long de you 
# pose it Tl stay there, with the neighbors we ve 
“wat! 
ae Boggs, you are afool That item was a 
‘Bourbon Huge. Hut what is thie nasty lit 
tle baok | holding up a dime novel, with 
a highly colored tithe page, representing «| 
gorgeous eqaawion a fery and antamed | 
mastalg | 
“Theat? 
Theat * ‘Hanning Lowe of, 
Qaeen,’ one of Headles beat.” 
My wife carried it at arms length, and 
threw it inte the steve Then she took the 
jug of Bourbon and emy tied it tnte the! 
book gutter While she was gone, | con 
coaled Alexander Dumase © Wandering 
Jew whieh | aleo hed purchased, for | be 
gan to eee that Thad made a terrible tian 
der in Alling that order I have since as 
ceortatned that “ Wandering Jew is the name 
of a vine, bat bow was l eapected to know all 
about it? 


AN IMPORTANT QUESTION 

The fanny mo of the Philadelphia lim 
patoh thus advises a correspondent 

“A young man aildresses to ue some 
entitled ‘Shall | Kise ty Lowe on ber ony 
Cheeks We do pot hnow what he means 
by propeunding this question tous If he 
desires our perioiesion te kine hie howe, if is 
granted We can have no possible ob jee 
thon We approve of it, in faot We would 
probelly kiew ber if we had « 
chance Al the same time it wonld be jo 
dictous for the poet to interview hin 
mother apon the subject beforehand 
te turn down the gas in the parlor very low 
prior te the act) And if we might be per 
mitted to throw oat a hind of a general wag 
gestion, af it were, Upon the subject, we 
woold darkly hint that perhaps if be wonld 
biee her upon the lips instead of ber rory 
checks, she could, in « certain sense we 
may say, better lend some asaftance, andi 
be would run « smaller risk of wetting bis 
mouth fall of carmine We do not generally 
enoourage poots to write tous but we shall 
be glad if this one will drop a line to inform 
we if all went well and whether he prefers 
that hind of amusement as a stead) thing to 


Why you ordered it, didn't yous 
The Prairie | 


vurrel ves 


loves 


or else 





attending the citreus 


HOW PROFESSOR FLANTAMOUR HAS IN 
TERFERED WITH OUR KNGAGEMENTS 


Professor Viantemour is at bie prophesy 
ing again. = ite, it will be remembered, pro 
phesiod that the world was to be destroyed 
on the 1Mthof lest \ugust That precio 
Gren bet proving an eminent suceess, he now 
proposes to prove to the Academy of Paris 
that the sun te becoming rapidly played out 
and that we will all be frosen te death on 
the "hoof daly, (lL We receive this in 
formation wih sincere surrow, as we had 
made an cugeyement to go bunting daring 
the entire month of July, $11 As we have 


provided ourselves with a complete hunter's | 
ere ready to dispose of it at a | 


eutnt, we 
sacrifice to any one eho imtends going bunt 
— earlier than If Miantamour had 
oily given ue private information the 

ing cool time, we might Nove diltlones 
of thet buntieg outdt without lowe, bat as 
we are all ta be frozen to death tn one hun 
dred and thirty nine years from now, hant 
tg tm ples cents wont be in demend 
ecrebtit men 





are always interfering with 
our little arrangements 


A DARKEY § Logic 
In Mer Juhu Heath» family were the old 
slaves (al end (ate. and one 
vhom Varhous ate 


Primus, of 


lotes are related Mr 


liesth, who war fond of . nog Iria 
ested Lim one day which was the heavier, a 
pound of lead of a pound of feathers A 
\ od of lead, ead iy is, promptly 


Course a pound of lead is 


xh ensued at Dir iritin © ea petime 


be ationt A 
ikon t 
vou blhewe i maa You ge stick vour 
heed in de Sreplace, aud ket Princas po o 
top de bouse aud drep a pomed of fener 
feed deen de chinwet on 
Joerbtead den see which te de heaviest 
A GENKROUS OFFER 

An enter) rming Pailedelpaie editor makes 
the felwetiug literal «for 

“1 weil give @ veers scholars ip in the 
Mate Kefuru Botked, for the biggest dee 
Wet will be sent to me before (lristums 
beat It inast be stroog enough to blister 


at the towel, over © tieen feet eyGere, and 
sick enengt ty go doen wit people» 
torvete | went eomethicg of the mewt ta 


pening architectaral preporbous Nu evo 
y Whatever you do, do 
’ I aunt think there are enough 
Wasb Croorgingtons ranning about pow dave 
with their litte hatehets to interfere ma 
terially with tuis enterprise 


A Brose Hiws party has « rooster whose 


its neck are the marks of the flogers of the 
atiompted to adapt it to the 


grendare, the wan in bis prime, and the 
each taken « hand at 
i Be As soon os ut 


| there a number of years ago. 


land about S 


| hin chance and sueceeded in starting him 


These | 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 


THE CHILDREN IN THE MOOK. 


A M ANDINAVIAN BALLAD 


Hearten, child, entp « eter, | 
For the mmm be he ohy, 
And ecreme ber shied of oti ver, 
Ree | tee Uny clondiets fy 


Watch (hem chesely, mark them sharp! 
As errves the light they pase 

heom they mot te hewve the Gguree 
(4 2 tt © tad end lew! 


Bee. my «bethd, ar remme thety ohm idewe 
Lice « itthe ' aed, 

Vender ——s past the ter be’, 
Peinging eefliy to eadire 


It te wait, theee little chtitres, 
Many and many « Semmer vigh!, 


W aedered ip the etell mem igh! 


Te tee waeyeide wed! Uney trotted, 
Filiet thetr litte bax bets there, 

Avd the Meee mes, aoking doen ward, 
hee bow beeetiful they were 


| 
Te « little we) far sortewaer! | 
| 


Woeth the men, “ How vexed and sully | 
# the rowy Nittle Boy ! 





Hal the late bamleome maiden 
Tripe cebind him fall of py 


” Te the @ell behind the er ree 
Trot the lethe led ard mailen 

Vrom the well bebied the betgerne 
Now the litte pal le laden 


“ How they tempt me! bow they ican eee ' 
Mhall | enateh (hem ap temigh! 
Bratch them, ect then re fonevet 
lo the middie of my light 7 


“ Children, ay, and children's chikires 
Rheuid behold my babew on bigh, 

Awd my helwe showid emilic turever, 
Calling others to the ony! 





Thas the philosophic Meon man 
Metlers<! many yoare age 

Ret the betwee with pole aud bucket, 
Te delight the folke below 





Newes le the backet empty, 
re the children old 
le ehin ng 
may behold, 








Keer when the 
We the children 


beet young and ever little, 
ver eweet aud ever fair! | 
Vi hen thew art @ man, my der €, 
Still the Clbidrem will Ge there” 


Feet young and ever littl 
hewn ft 
thin ened e:lver 





a art oid 





Theew wlll montle 
Vive thy bor ke 
Their wil till be ebloing gold 





They * haunt vou from thelr Heaven, 
Rotlly bee eon ia down Une ghawen 
Pemlling tm eternal ow 
ty thy comic, om (hy tomb! 


———_ 


Leaves from a Pocket Diary. 


Ne. 4%. 


A DASH FOR LIFE. 





/ 
| 
WRITTER FOR THES GaTURDAT EVENING POST, 


BY OAPTAIN OARNES. 


during the wild times 
I think there 
must have been Ave or aia hondred of as in 
We were surrounded op 
all sides by bushwhackers, Outrages of every 
possible kind were of daily occurrence, and 
many a brave fellow met his death ig at- 
tempting, with others, to break up the pba 
of these daring outlaws, Came bear lowing 
my life? Ves, more than once Aud l per 
tioularly recall one time, of which | will tell | 
you 

We had a small, resolute company of men, 
made desperate by repeated wrongs, whe 
banded themeelves toyether for the deter 
mined purpose of flerce warfare 

Almost every movement waa watched, but 
Sheldric Day, our captain, was an keen an 
the sharpest of them so when an old farmer 
ome wm ith his wagon filed with green 
stuff and covered with straw, Day watched 


homeward with a load of rifles under the 
straw 

foward mightfall one man stragygled of 
whistiing in one direction, with bia hands in 
his pockets, and another went another way 
jer rendesvwous was Deury's Forks, a lone 
one pleoe of country, where the roads 
branched off tn several directions 

When we bed o wot fairly beyond the 
litte haunted by 
peace, and men were suon coming tn from all 
directions Upon the run, ready to seize their 
weapons cal pe whither Captain Day mught 





tpies, we mended our 


lead 
We shaped our course in a southwesterly 
lirection, and made «hat npoed the tall, tan 
gled, bothersome prairie grass would allow 
We on pa e camp at supper, and 
fleree hand to hand fight ensued The bush 
whackers were foally routed bat somehow 
1 became separated from the rest, and two 
of three of the rofians, diseovernng my site 
ation, bore down upon me, and in apite of | 
my frantic efforta, captured me and con 
tinued on the retreat ti oumpaby probably 
did pot at Qret disoower my absence, ast 
was juite dark, and so | waa left to the 
tender wercies of a gang of cut throats 
With no delicate touch they seized upon 
me and securely bound my hands, and ad 
Viewed me with the cold lips of a revolver to 
keep quiet. they then dashed away toward a 
village some miles distant, where their head 
quarters were, or rather where the prison 
was located 
Without a “by your leave, | was throat 
into a damp, dark, underground apartment, 
whose only apertare for lyht and alr wae a 
= bole which just rose above the ground 
evel | gathered myself up in a heap and | 
looked my situation squarely in the face | 
knew these ocotiaws well, | bad nothing to 
expect bat to be dragged forth during the 
night and hanged upou the first projection 
which offered suffiorent support for my 
weight) | was too well Kooen as first len 
tenant of the A Regulars to bope for 
merey My companions would doubtless 
think that | had fallen, and leave me to my 
fate 
Worn ont with bard work and care I fell 
asleep, from whieh deligbtfal rest 1 was 
awakened by @ soft, raxping noise close to 
me 
* Rata,” I mentally commented, and tarned 
over 
Hist, said a worce by the window, or 
rated opening, “are you awake 
| auswered in the aflirmative, and imme 
diately brought wy face to the apertare 
Ke quiet, said the voice © Phe guard 
* pectng bet ten yards from here, bat the 
dartuces favorable. Get this tron bar be. 
teen the rads and ereneh carefully toward 
you | have straightened out the ends that 
vere clenobed apou this aide I earefaily 
eorted Bpow the tron ber thrust in to me, 
aud tewerting the end uoder the Arst rod 
gtadually started it 
Hist! the guard is c ming this wey 
wen unl be returns to the frout 
The geard clanked by, starting the sweat | 
from every pore of my txxly, as I ex 
pected the wan to stamble upon my helper 
vutaile 
“He quick,” resumed the voice at the 
greting agein, “lie will return in just 
twenty minutes, for | bave marked his 
beats, and — quick 
Owe after the other of the bars was | 








4 the | 





corner toward us the moment after we had 

crovahed behind the wall. 
He beard and went beck. We 
ap, aad by the top of the | 


old mule refusing to 


| pplarinigg 


| rough fellow to guard me 


| against the 


4 : pia 
We 


tik —" 


of) 











( 
AAS 
.“ 
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THE HEIGHT OF COMMERCIAL PROSPERITY. 
**Ob, I want to buy anvther of those pretty teapots, like the one I bought last week, 


you know'” 


“Shure an’ we've given up keepin’ them intirely, my lady! 


got them in, we sold them out!" 


For as soon as iver we 





* The only thing that I ooald get,” said 
Dave, cautioning me in  whinper to beware 
of the vicious old males heels. ‘* Now, 
look sharp, don't take the Hed Forka, nor 
the main route that leads to the ovourt 
house. There are four roads by the Live 
Oaka, all running west, you know them, 
mind you don't take the third one--that 
leads right into the camp of the outlaws, bat 
the fourth takes you down among our 
boys the rege ind it well, and ride 
carefully, while I try to take up the atten 
tion of the sentinel.” 

I mounted in a heterogeneous manner, the 
remain sufficiently 
stationary for me to seat myself in a civilized 
fashion 

ide carefally’ That was one of Daves 
Lest jokes perpetrated at my expense. For 
the heels of that vicotous brute beat the sud 
with all the regularity of the sticks of «a 
dram major, and with considerable more 
force and effect. Lut, at last, | persaaded 
him with my heels to move on, net until | 
had beard the sentinel brawling with Dave, 
who personated a dranken man with great 
veal and eminent success 

I got ont of as noon as the «tiff knees 
of my old beast would let me, bat became 
so confused owing to the contrariness of the 
animal, that l was not quite clear as to di 
rections 

The stars broke oat through the clouds, 


| and so I passed the Red Forks, and the maim 
| route leading to the court-house safely, but 


when | came to the Live Oaka I was out. To 
thin day I don't know how it happened. [oer 


tainly turned inte the third road, and then 


relaxed my vigilance, and pietured how snp 
prived the boys would be Three quarters 
of a mile, atd there was their camy -fire 
I wouldnt shout to apprise them 
of wy coming they were for the most part 
asle®p . and se spurring my steed after the 
most approved Danie! Tucker style, | dashed 


f of bushwackeora, a de 


forward into (+ rn} 


‘ tachment of whose very number had carned 


me to prison in a few bours before 
Pieture tay emotions, Had I had a good 
horse, | should have made a dash for it, 
while they were petrified with anazement 
bat my refused to 
move forward of back Just then, conldnt 
I have shouted with Kiehard, * My kingdom 
for a horse” Well, they had me, more’s 
the pity, seeing that nearly all of them were 
drank, and the rest auateady tn their jomnta 
Maybe they made me the butt of a few 


treacherous old beast 


| thick jokes as they pulled me from the old 


miule's back, and bound my hands, making 
the rope fast to astamp, and setting a thick, 
Twas so palsied 
by the mistake which | bad made, that I 
offered no resistance, which fact, no doubt, 
was much in my favor 

Ere long my guard began to snore I 
then cautiously worked my bands, and found 
to my joy that | could strain upon the knots 
and shp my bands through I next made 
some shght movements, which I found did 
not arouse the sentinel 

The fire was dying down, and fllekering, 
and I knew that it must be within an hour 
or two of daylight I crawled past my 
guard; keeping well in the shadow, I*made 
for the horses of the party. When close up 


| to them, | suddenly rose upright and anatoh- 


ed up a picket pi, seized the halter, and 
vaulted upon the back of a powerful horse. 
Moving bim oat from the otuers made them 
uneasy They stamped and pawed, and 
when, with a rap of my heel asa spur, we 
dashed for the cover of the woods, two or 
three abrill neighs alarmed the camp 

I wasn foritnow, Life or death depend. 
ed upon the events of the nett fifteen 
minutes. I dashed tnto the thick, tangled 
woods Utter darkness reigned ln five 
miuntes | was anborsed, but, bolding to the 
halter, I leaped oo again, and tumily dashed 
forward to life or death 

What a nde that was Without bridle or 
naddie 1 rode, and Rept dashing full tilt 
wildgrape vine# everywhere 
strung across the way, while they, catching 
ander my chin, swept me off over the horse « 
back Inte the brash, from ebich | scrambled 
With perspiration coring from every pore, 
aud mounted again Coutinually listening 
toward the rear, | bed reasen to wish that 
my eyes and nose aud gemeral cas of coun 
tenance bad been lusured against accidents 
Now, a dead branch cangh!t to a corner of 
my moath, speiliog he symmetry of my 
facial muscles, again, | took a brewtle in 
the throat, of seruss the bead, which caused 
& rand meotewte digglay befyre my eves 

Hat | essaped. Tbe very dangers which 
beset my path saved me. The baif drunken 
rabyers lacked ambition to follow me 

1 got through eth that seventeen miles 


| ride somwebow, Coming OUF scratched and 
| heeding, bat alive 


Out on the plane, some 


five mites from L . L rem open the re 


| matns of @ muletrain that bad thought to 


bring tb provision The drivers lay aroand 
wurdered, the carte plaadered and broken, 
and ove boy of fourteen with bis scalp clean 
gone, lay oo the groand, yet alive, 
hin up before me, and cartied him into 
n Tala of ffonter life; ite wild, reck-. 
leas etcttement gives @ man bol the least 
chance fur sher, calm reasoning 

** Bat did the boy live?” 

* Bob? Ob, yea, and afterward went into 
the ermy, and fought against the Indiana ” 

We 


“Yea, ar,, and thereby escaped mt.a | 





I got) 


AT EVENING TIME. 


The old nest ewings on the leafless tree, 
The red ean eete in the weet< 

I think thet like two brown birds are we, 
Left last in the empty vest, 






a < young ones are afar aud away, 

hich singe with his chosen mate ; 

Twilight is closing our lightaome day, 
Pheoagh the crimeon flush iasts lat: 

. 

trembling step comes down Ure path 

could erst so lightly tread ; 

Changed ie our thought of the grave old earth 
That ie keeping in trust our dead. 








oh, comely face, that I knew so fair 
Soft cheeks, that are sunken new, 

1 lowe the gray in your faded hair, 
The lines om your thoughtful brow 


The past grows a beok to understand, 
The future hae gilts to bring, 

Ae leit by the Ore aod bold your hand, 
And fager the worn gold ring 







My own true wife, who ls dearer now 
Por all that the years resign 

Por the timid lowe, for the epeken vow, 
Por the home that wae yours and min 


Por hopes weehared, and for tears we shed, 
Por cemfort in dave co ercast 

bor the truest that we bold te meet ow dead 
Wo heu the shades of lite are past 


(irtede that are over left as agit, 
Vhey Hit ae a lamp of light ; 
ar through th it, 


om wall Cood® sunmehine « 
And there shall be ne mer 


that T love, 
tumt ten mode 
' 


(heer te my ete, dear wife 
With your Chim haa 


s Sail tow tt ita 


“ow , ive, 
Piet ni 


or elie u 


—_— = 


Beauty and Happiness. 

Kaskin says Do net think you can 
make a girl lovely if you do net make her 
happy. There is not one restraimt you put 
om a good girls nature there is not one 
shack you wive to ber inatinets of affection 
or effort 
on ber features with «a hardness which is all 
the more painfal, beeeuse it takes away the 
brightness from the eves of innocence, and 
the charm from the brow of virtae. The 
perfect loveliness of & woman's countenance 
ean only consist in the majestic poace which 
is founded tn the memory of bappy and 
useful years — fall of sweet records, and from 
the juning of this with the yet majestic 
childishness which is still full of change and 
promise, opening always modest at once and 
bright with hope of better things to be won, 
and tu be bestowed. ‘There is no old age 
where there is still that prowise it is eter- 
nal yeuth 

— 
A Custom of the “Good Old Times.” 


It in pleasant in any event to be assured 


that we area good deal etter as well as | 


wiser than our ancestors. Hark to what used 
to be the fashion, according to Mr. Herbert 
Spencer in the Contemporary Review: He 
describes the time when men took druga to 
increase their desire for wine ; when glasses 
were so shaped that they had to be held until 
emptied, when a man was reckoned as a 
**two-bottled man,” a ** three-bottled man,” 
Ao.: and when (Mr. Spencer might bave 
alded) one of the firat of Scottish nobles 
employed a lomestic whose sole duty it was 
to ait under the table and loosen the neck- 
cloths of the gftesta, as they fell from their 
chairs, in order that they might not snffo- 
cate in their drunken sleep. Imagine such 
@ state of affairs at a Philadelphia dinner- 

rty. Intoxication need to be a mark of 

onor. It is now a disgrace. 
—_—-- ee 

€F The Louisville Courier Journal «peaks 
of a well-known newspaper man as an assist- 
ant idiot on the . 


st 


Answers to Correspondents, 


Pav Youn Poetsce. —Aathor= and 
etd us lefters and mantecripte net f y paid, In 
these cases the Department here enforces dewble rates 
on the deficleney which we either have to pay, or to 
decline rece ving the letters of manuscripts, Authors 
wilt alee bear in mind that the Department new re- 
quires lett t postage on all manuecripte —therefore it is 
often cheaper, os it is always eater, to send large pack- 
agee }¥ el) rem 
Writes: “I wish to 

I have been cor- 
for three yeara, She 
1 proposed matri- 
the propesal. She 
she wonkl write as 
tele cot home, | 
' wished to be froed 
her ao anewer, Una! ene coukl be freed 

A tew daye afterward she came 
ee With a friend of hers, ahe wished 
t tor me, and | wae mot at home, 

amd she coukl pot stay bal a ehort time —and when | 

had reaches? the piece she had pone Lome, but pes - 
tively declaring that sie Dever “rote the letter, She 
| said she wrote « letter, bat pothing of the kind, So 

I de not knoe what te do. lhe handwriting imitates 

here exactiy If you hove her, ae We preeume you 

de, yea shoul! give her the bem fit of the dow, and 
place seme credeser im her porsomal declaration as 
againet the weight of circamstantial evidence. 
} teet, amd, In feet, only reasenatte Course, would be 1 
ge and see berated try i the difficulty canmot be ex- 
plated, It seems imprebate that a person af com- 
mon ne Wonk exept }ou ane day, rexeet you « 
week after, amd! deay that she had dove so a few days 
alloc that, See ber as soon as pomeiive, and set both 
your minds af ree, 
|" Mra KD, (Bguinenk, Pa.) qishes to know if a 
} Certain beck, where ithe she , ie identical with 
| & work Dy the same author, polblished « few years ago 
= serial. She wiehes to keow if she woald get 
something bew in parchasing It, as “ publishers have 






reepending with a young 


ork 
afew wor gh 











he veel oo lette 
ayalr 1 wrote 





od te 





& Way of (Oanging the Uitles, so we hardly huow what | 


te what.” Peblishers sometimes change tithes be- 
ceere they think « better ope could be chosen, and 
with be intention of deceiving. A poer Vue often 


which wall not be indelibly written | 


there often | 


Your | 








oar boress aad kil) our penpie. oo what le the (ror- 
| erament going to dot hat onght to be done 
| to Mexico fer harboring theese Indians? | think the 
United Mates Government ongtt to pat, or rather 
ive Gs white soldiers oat here, ead «good many of 
them, as we are threatened by Mexico aod the la- 
| diene together. Piease give us your views in ard 
to the last affair.” We beve wo doatt that the (ror- 
erument le quite af anxious to protest you, a you 
are to be protected. Het you mast be aware that it 
ie no@asy matter to contrel those savage wards of 
oare = At effort bas beer made to conquer them with 
kindness: wbether of not It will prove seucorestul we 
annet tell, Bat force, heretofore, has not ved 
remarkably eacceaafyl either —it castl shout $14,008 
t kill ome Indian. |e ome case, we i. i cost 
$)*),0% to kilitwo Indlang. Some bate figured up 
that M would be cheaper to board the Indiane af fret- 
clase botels than to kill them off, As for Mexico 
wneme Se lodians, it seems to us very probable 
that ehe oe them as a dog harbors Beas, She is 
probably ae anxious a0 we are oe be rkl of them, bat 
dou't just know how to go sbeat it, Your beet re- 
medy seems to be te com for your own protec- 
then, 
| HW. writes: “1 havec two questions which 
} | would be pcan te have rere. let. What be 
came of the French M Morat, a brother-ia-law 
| of Napoleon the first? S84. How ought the ry | 
| sentence im false ayntax to be corrected? ‘He 
tte gol” Marat, after the overthrow 


gtemate’ to names Poy hoot —— 
was dleperex! by « , he wae 
aufosntomnes 
w d Get, 18th, 
InlS, Im the sentence given the “ had” is saperfiu- 
| ons, It should read, “ He ought to go.” 
| W. K, (Lillington, N. C..) writes: “Will yoo 
| confer @ aver ing a teow q for me? 
| let. Hew are Eastern wells formed, or how were they 
| formed in old times? For instance, how was Ja- 
| cob's well formed? %d. How does it take a ship 
to sail from San Franciece to China? 34, Where 
| doce Josh Billings live? 4th, Did the Lerd aay to 
| Moses that all negroes should have flat noses? Sth. 











Which bend I ase in my bat when 
speaking to ladies of gents? @th. What do you 
think of my handeriting T" et, From what we are 
| told Of them they were probably, io most cases, ox- 
cavations in the sides of rocks or hilla, where, from 
the abundance of springs, water was soon reached. 
It wae usnally eo near the surface as to be obtained 
by « becket with @ short rope attached. a. The 
passage by steamer occupies trem twenty to thirty 
days. 8d. We donot know, 4th. If Moses says so 
you can rely apon It, Read your Bible and find oat 
lor yeareeif, Sth, It ie immaterial, Whichever is 
most conveolent, 6th. Your a> very fair. 
Lavenatons, (Philadelphia.) author men- 
tioned lu your fret question written no other 
prose work, we believe, which he cares particularly to 
ackpowledge. To obtain the sketches desired you 
‘etter subscribe for the last year's Post, 

perfume of flowers is an emanation from a volatile 
oll, which can be extracted trom the flowers, and le 
the basis of the various essences of fowers, These 





ole have been analyzed. 

Avice, (Bridgeton, N, J,), asks: “ Having received 

}eo much toformation from your “ Answere to Cor- 

respondents,” I would like a litte more, if you will 
oblige me, ist. Who was the author of the song 

| *Koy's Wife,” and where can It be found? I was 

| 





under the impression it was Robert Burns, but can't 
flud it, Also, in what plece of peetry can be found 
the werds, 


*You may break, you may shatter, the vase if you 


Hut the scent of the roses will « ling to it still?” 


Barnes did net write the poem in question. It was 
written by a Mra. Grant, a Soottian lady, who was 
bern sbout tia, aod was firet married to a My. 
| (éraut, ber coarin, and afterward to Dr. Murray, of 

Hath, in which city she died, in 1814. Hers te an in- 
| stancc of tame founded on a single song, as there is 
| ne gan composition of here extant, The verme 
| 


givel coeur in Moore's “ [rish Meiodies,” in the song 
entitied * Farewell! Bat whenever you welcome the 
| her, 


K. &., (Pineapple Grove, Pa.), aske: “Do you 
think any true lady would take advantage of Leap 
Year?” We donot; ner do we see what any lady 
could hope to gain by taking such advantage, The 
genYeman addreased would be apt to tre 
eit on either as a joke, or as unpalatable 

VY. OC, (Vandemere, N. C.), saya: 
a teow questions, let, In it proper to ask a young 
lady's parents her before appointing the weading- 
day or alter? ‘dd. How could you ask her father? 
| dc. If Adam was the fret man of white race, where 

did the negroes epring from? iiow i@my hand- 

i? 
















wilting tor a buriness hance Also composition 7” 
As it would be hardly advirable to appc the wed- 
dling-day before Knowing whether th to be ome 





or vot, we should thing it appre 
parents firet, and allow them to have a voice in the 
matter, As to askitg the father, go to him full of 
your desire to marry bie daygghter. Then it will mat- 
ter little whether you “speak it trippingly upon the 
tongue,” of blunderingly, eo that you A. him 
understand what you are after, Our (riends, thin 
week, seem greatly ©& Poised about the origin of the 
negro, Some say he descended from Catn ; theagt, 
ft be ot, it is diffleuit to me how he got through the 
Deluge; others call bim the descendant of Ham. 
You can take your choice, We know nothing about 
it Your writiog needs Improvement, and we have 
had to correct your «pelling and composition, 
| Paoxse, (Providence, Ala.) writee: “ Wil you 
please tntorm me who is the author of a poem en- 
| Hithed *' Thee Only’ whieh appeared in the Post of 
Sept. 14th? Lt was evileatiy written by a Southerner, 
or one well acquainted with Seathera scenery, and 
ix one of the beet poergs [have ever eeen in the Post, 
or any other penodical, Did President Grant ever 
rap a tan-verni? A) Mr. Grant, wlio war « tanner, 
lived some sears age in our neighborhood before the 
war, and if President Grant te the same man I will 
| vote for him, for | we tor the map, and not fer the 
party, We are giad you found the poem so sat istac- 
ery. Wede not know the authors name, resident 
nt's father (aud his son after him) had a tan-yard, 
hut ne n your State, eo he ie not likely to be the 
pereon vou allude to. 
Sons ninen, (Willow Dale) writes: “ Will you 
| please decide an argamentior me? A man dying 
without a will, one ef the heirs hoaght the farm, He 
hae a written article, with the other heira, Sani 
} article boand him te pay them so much at such a 
time, The tine passes by; be tails to make pay- 
ment, Now the question is, my fmend contends that 
he can sell that farm and not pay the heirs, and they 
cannot make him pay, | contend that he cannet make 
a deed to any porsen without a relense from the heirs, 
Diease anewer and oblige, What do you think of my 
writing 7 Will it be gam! enoagh for a constable, or 
any other litth petty township officer?” It seems to 
us that the case depends greatly on the fogm of the 
article of agreement, If there is no mention of any 
euch article in bie deel, and the article itselt te a 
| elmple agreement to pay them a certain amoant, we 
think he would be free to sell the farm withoat their 
coment. If, ou the contrary, the article partakes of 
the nature of a mortgage ; or u it be mentioned in the 
deed in such a Way as to make the farm security for 
the amount; he could pot give a clear tithe without a 
release from them. As to your handwriting, It would 
stand very much in the way of your success as a writ- 
ing-master, but might anewer Very well for a con- 
stabic, The latter needs a heavy rather than a pretty 
hand. 

Wito Roar, (Pierron, Iillaois,) writes: “ Being a 
reader of your reliable paver, | wish to ask your ad- 
vier. | am a young gicl aged seventeen, | have 
been engaged to a mae for over a year, He wante me 
to marry him, but beimg #0 young | told him to wait 
at least two years, He does not agree to my terms ; 
bat being stroog-headed | did not wish to yield 
te hw terms, so we parted. | love thie man, 
and | have reason to believe that he loves me better 
than any one ciee. He now wishes to become recoa- 
ciled to me, but 1 do not want to show him that I am 
serry we parted, He wants me to Ften, bat I 
am too proud todo it, and would like him te speak 

Now what would yeu advise me todet” We 
would advise you Bot to stand of punctilius where 
the question of your future happiness ls coneerned. 
It you love the man, as you say, you can surely carb 
your pride a l tue tor hw rake, and meet bim half 
way, of even more thaa hall way, in his desire to be 
come recouciled, We do not see, however, that you 
have anything to ‘beg percon” for, aniees you were 
more to biame than you have given ue reason to be- 
lieve You showed oaly geod common sense in your 
demrs te put off the marrage anti] you became of a 
| more tuitable age, and we think the gentleman both 

uawiee and unreasonable, unless you are nausaally 
|} mature, both ta mind and beady, or there are other 
| considerations with which we are pot acquainted, 
| A, Kt. (Mamiine, N. ¥.,) writes: ** Having complete 
files ef the Post jor the years 1570 aed IST], will you 
ray to lenerance, (Rates: ille, Arkaneas,) that if «till 
desiring them he may address as above, Box iss, 
Manlius, Onondaga County, New York.” 

Reverse, The postage on your ietters is generally 
enticely paid, We have received the enigma, and ft 
le ace optest, 

7 elters Efe held over to be answered in our 
| Bext, 
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RECEIPTS. 


| Prcxcep OvsTens.—100 large oysters, | 
pint white wine vinegar, | doz blades of 
| mace, 2 doz. whole cloves, 2 doz. whoe 
black peppers, | large red pepper, bruken 
inte bita. Put oysters, liquor and all into a 
a or bell-metal kettle. Salt to taste 
feat slowly until the oysters are very hot, 
but not to boiling. Take them out with s| 
tforated skimmer, and se¢ aside to cool. | 
o the liquor which remaius in the kettle | 
add the vinegar and spices. Boil up fairly, | 
and when the oysters are almost poar | 
| over them scalding hot. Cover the jar in 
| which they are, and put away in a cool | 
place. Next day pat the pickled oysters into | 
lass cans with tight tops. a in the 
fark, and where they are not to be- 
come heated. 
pared for thiee weeks in the winter. 
open & can, use the contents up as soon as 





prevents the sale of a book. In the case ‘4 questi 
the writer has written so 


P ble. The air, like the light, will tarn 
them dark.— Maria Hariand. 











Ihave kept oysters thus pre- | pais, 


salt, and a spoonfal of grevy ; 
cutlets over with an egg; epread the 
meat over them; egg again, and cover with 
fried bread crambe, and fry them a light 
brown color; serve with lemes rind, and 
One Boge. 

Gaovxp Rice Puppino.—Pound fine in 
mortar twelve bitter and twenty-four sweet 
almonds , break four eggs into « besia and 
whisk them to « froth; grate the peel of » 
lemon, some nutmeg and cinnamon. 


fire, and put in it two ounces of butter, with 
your almonds, eggs and spice, and as much 
sifted sngar. 

Ansow-noot Biawc Manon —3 caps of 
new = 5 fule of arrow. 
wet with milk ; ] cup of sugar, Vanilla, 
lemon, or bitter almond favoring, with 
little white wine. Mix the arrow-root to » 


i 


smooth batter, with one cap of the milk. 
Heat the to boiling; add the ar. 
pmayay Fe wy -y- When it be. 
en pat in suger, and 
ten minutes , still etirving it well fran 
the sides and Take it off ; beat well 
five minates; flavor with the essence and 
© wtnagiane of wae wine. Give « bard fina) 
stir before putting it into a mould wet with 
cold water. This is very nourishing for in. 
valids and childrey. For the latter, 
you may omit the wine. 
— —i << — 





RIDDLER. 





WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVEWING Poet, 
I am composed of 74 letters. 

My |, 54, 51, 67, 62, wasthe name of a wick. 
ed king of Judea. His son Archelaus 
selgned eftes his death. 

My 2, 66, 6%, 56, was a son of Gera a left. 

ded man. He slew Egdon, King of 
Moab. 

My 3, 38, 55, 54, 73, was one word of the 
mysterious writing seen on the wall of the 
king's palace. Daniel interpreted the 
writing. 

My 4, 1%, 50, 30, 57, G1, was one of the six 
nee of refuge appointed by the Israel. 

ten. 

My 5, 51, 37, was what David brought from 
Baale of Judea to the city of Zion. 

My 6, 54, 20, 3s, 74, 45, was one of King 
Ahazuerns's chamberlains. 

My 7, 52, 49, 19, 71, is @ book of the Old 


My &, 443, GO, 51, was the ancient name for 
the twelfth month of the year. 

My %, 39, 66, 46, 42, 45, was the name of a 
son of Assir. He was one of the Koha 
thiter. 

My 10, 36, 72, 38, 55, was one of the cities 
of the Priests and Levites. 

My 11, 30, 2s, 45, 69, GO, 72, 48, was one of 
the sons of Israel. 

My 12, 30, 54. 59, waa the name of a son of 
Jerahmeel. 

My 15, Gs, 44, 66, is the name of another 
book of the Old Testament. 

My 14, 20, G1, G4, was the name of one of 
the musicians whom the Levites coommand- 
ed to perform on the psalteries, when the 
ark was brought to Ziun. 

My 15, 67, 47, was ason of Haran. He was 
pent in the mountains for safety when 
Sodom was destroyed. 

My 16, 73, 30, 66, waa the name of the val- 
ley in which Saul aud the Israelites fought 
the Philistines. 

My 17, 45, ‘4, 72, was one of the successors 
of Jeconiah. 

My 18, 60, 35, 35, was what the Israelites 
made for the ark. It was composed of 
three colors. 

My 1%, 28, 66, 24, 62, was one of the orna- 
mental garments made for Aaron. 

My 20, 54, 36, was the name of the sea in 
which the Egyptians were drowned. 

My 21, 29, 65, 32, 31, 69, 38, 27, was a class 
of people to which Uriah belonged. 

My 22, 51, 68, was a son of Cabel and aybro- 
ther of Elah. 

My 23, 41, 66, 57, 
Amorites. 

My 40, 43, 30, G8, 49, was one of the kings 
of Persia. 

My 25, 5s, 63, 70, are letters seldom if ever 
used in spelling Biblical names. 

My whole is one of Solomon's maxims. 
Seaboard, N. C. EUGENE. 





61, was a king of the 


MSCELLANEOUS ENIGMA. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY BVBNING POST. 
I am composed of 2s letters. 
My 2, 11, 23, 24, 28, 15, 22, is the name of a 
beautifal country in Earope. 
My 5, 24, 27, 6, 22, is the name of an ancient 
poem. 
My 7. 28, 11, 13, was the name of one of the 
istorians of the Scriptures. 
My &, 6, 10, 22, 9, 4, was the name of a cele- 
Drated musical composer. 
My 17, 26, 19, 20, 14, 25, wae the name of 8 
distin guished Indian chief. 
My 22, 9, 3, 6, 1, 21, 11, 23, ia the name of a 
river in North America. 
My whole is the name and birthplace of 
the author. 
Fort Totten, D. 7. 
WORD SQUARES. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
z. 
A sacred song. 
A country. 
A shady bower. 
Ferocious quadrapeds. 
A low, wet soil. 


Entertainment given. 
UL 


A small insect. 


A planet. 

A tree of several species. 
A flower. 
To appear. 

Seadboa rd, N. Cc. 

MATHEMATICAL PROBLER. 
WRITTEN FOR THE SATURDAY EVENING POST. 
A cylinder floats in water with its base 14 


inches below the surface; when ap ounce 
it, it «inks another 


¥ t is upon 
nt Ra yy weight of the cylinder. _ 
ARTEMAD a1Aisi IN 


EUGENE 








ANSWERS TO Last. 
BURIED LAKES—1. Haron. 2. Ere. 


3. Debo. 4. Onega. 5. Erne. 6. Tebad 
| 7. Ree, & Red. 9% Grand. 
ANAGRAMS—1. Leominster. 2. Asbts 
a UM 1 4. 8 t 





If you| Media. 6. Litdetsn. 7. Orange. *. O# 
diner. 9 Newcastle. 10. Stapleton. 
HISTORICAL ENIGMA—Colestine. 
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